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J&B Rare pours more pleasure. 


This is the tape system that 
turns blank 8-track cartridges 
into recorded 8-track tape. One. 
After another. After another. 

Slip in a cartridge. Talk 
or sing into the mike. Use any 
other sound source. And you're 
doing what the cartridge 
recording companies do. Just 
ona smaller scale. 

And to help you become a 
pro at this business we've put 
the two hottest developments in 
8-track together for the first 
time. Automatic shut-off which 
makes it impossible for you to 
tape over what you ve just 
recorded. (Shuts off even if 
you re not around listening to 


what’s being taped.) And Fast 
Wind that lets you get where 
you want to on tape without 
wasting time. 

Twin VU meters make sure 
you get the right recording 
level. And professional-type 
sliding bass, treble and volume 
controls let you adjust the 
playback to your ears. 

If you don't feel like 
working, you can sit back, relax 
and enjoy pre-recorded 
cartridges. Or one of the radios 
built into the system. FM/AM 
and FM stereo. FET pulls in 
stations you didn’t know were 
there. And keeps one from 
interfering with another. AFC 


on FM holds the signal with 

an iron grip. There’s evena 
Stereo Eye that tells your eyes 
when you're listening to stereo. 
In case your ears can’t tell. 

The whole package, with its 
black-out dial and walnut-grained 
cabinetry, plays through 4 
perfectly matched, glorious 
sounding speakers. With enough 
power behind them to knock 
down the walls of Jericho. Or 
make your neighbors climb theirs. 

Stop in at your Panasonic 
dealer and investigate our 
Model RS-820S—the 8-track 
stereo cartridge factory. 

A whole new world of fun 
and profit awaits you. 


Open your own 
cartridge factory. 
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... always captivating... helps create 
the mood... the tempo of the Champs 
Elysees... while Paris passes in review 
... the delightful sip of Grand Marnier 
in a snifter...the artist captures the 
spirit of the moment... and two people 
in Paris enjoy the world’s finest liqueur. 
You, too, can capture the moods of 
Paris, sip a Grand Marnier. For cocktail 
and gourmet recipes, write for our free 
recipe booklet. 

PRODUCT OF FRANCE / MADE WITH FINE COGNAC 


BRANDY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS. LTD. 
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HOUSECALL 


KANIN (right) 
BENEDICTUS (below left) 
ELLIS (below right) 


ROM time to time we exercise our proprietary right to 
Fits space to mention interests of a somewhat more 

intimate and selfish nature. In this case it's Forum 
Magazine, our British-based magnum opus on the sexual 
liberation front. We started Forum, the Journal of Human 
Relations, three years ago as an experimental extension of 
the correspondence columns of Penthouse. It was an 
immediate success, and within months of the first issue— 
‘despite the fact that it was sold on subscription only—Forum 
became known as the most liberated magazine in British 
publishing. 

Since the content of Forum comprises a fair quantity of 
readers’ letters, the two questions most frequently asked of 
us are (1) whether the men and women who write to us are 
genuine, and (2) why we encourage this sometimes sick 
and apparently undisciplined form of correspondence. As 
Forum provides, both in its familiar role as a Penthouse 
department and its more recent incarnation as a successful 
journal in its own right, the most original, controversial and 
uninhibited reading in the English language today, the 
questions are not altogether surprising. It may be puzzling 
that an ever-increasing number of men and women choose 
to disclose their personal habits, discuss their deepest 
desires and propagate—however perverse or fanciful—their 
own form of sexual faith. But the fact is that they do and the 
explanation lies somewhere between their social need for 
privacy on the one hand and their equally important 
individual need for communication on the other. If secrecy 
begets guilt, then talking about it encourages absolution. 

Forum is not, as some are fond of contending, an exercise 
in group therapy. Its unique permissiveness acts more as an 
immunization factor against the kind of suffering that psycho- 
therapy purports to treat. For our part, we encourage free 
discussion in its widest sense, believing that shame and 
guilt and secrecy are the only natural enemies of sexual and 
emotional well-being. A problem shared—to coin a Balas 
is a problem spared. 

On page 108 of this issue you will find an ad introducing 
Forum to the American readers of Penthouse. Have a look 
at it—you will find something as original, as compelling 
and as honest as life itself —B.G. 
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In this our biggest issue to date the 


contributors’ rollcall reaches di- 
mensions that compel abbreviated 
mentions. First we salute familiar 
Penthouse byliners like Malachy 
McCourt, Max Gunther, the dis- 
tinguished Garson Kanin, the 
ever-ingenious Tony Escott, and 
Dr Albert Ellis. Their contributions 
alone add up to a magazine in 
miniature, with McCourt inter- 
viewing TV phenomenon David 
Frost, Gunther theorizing about 
parties, playwright-director Kanin 
writing a suave but sparkling 
story set in the background he 
knows best, and psychotherapist 
Ellis reassessing Kinsey. Also 
making a return appearance is 


FROST (top) 
CORSON (left) 
ESCOTT (below) 


Dr William R. Corson, who con- 
tributes the first of two important 
articles on the heroin scourge and 
its destructive impact on the black 
minority. Corson—best-selling 
author, economics Ph.D., and 
Presidential crime commissioner— 
believes that tackling heroin ad- 
diction is a major step towards 
racial harmony. Among new- 
comers, Norman Schreiber takes 
another topical preoccupation as 
his theme: political sloganeering 
and its commercial side. Aged 29, 
Schreiber says his early literary 
influences were Jack Kerouac, 
Maxwell Anderson and Edgar 
Allan Poe, but that more recently 
he has been inspired by American 
Express, Gimbel’s department 
store and the Chemical Bank New 
York Trust. He lives with his wife 
and three-year-old son in Brook- 
lyn. On the fiction front there are 
additional contributions from 
British authors David Benedictus 
and Nathaniel Holofernes. Bene- 
dictus, a distant cousin of U.S. 
playwright John van Druten, has 
written five novels since he made 
a hit with The Fourth of June, 
his putdown of Eton College, 
his alma mater. Aged 31, he is 
now an assistant director with 
London's Royal Shakespeare 
Company. Winston Blair, who has 
been conducting researches 
(strictly literary) into gin, is a 
Canadian journalist, educated in 
the U.S. and now resident in 
England. Zie Tzaro, cartoonist 
responsible for the footprint fant- 
asy, Digital Drolls, is a peripatetic 
Dane whose work was seen once 
before in Penthouse, a twelve- 
month ago. 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest. 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please,), though these may be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 
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Big brother 

| found Max Gunther's article, /s Big Brother 
Watching You? (September) interesting and 
provocative. There is some doubt in my mind, 
however, whether his allegations concerning 
the existence of a new national-scale ‘Red 
Squdd” are based on the accurate interpretation 
of the fragmentary evidence he presented, or are 
merely another manifestation of the new 
paranoia developing in our society that classi- 
fies everyone right of Saul Alinsky as a fascist. 
Perhaps there is substance to his sweeping 
allegations, though | am not personally con- 
vinced that there is a national conspiracy 
developing into an American Gestapo. 

There is one point, however, that Mr 
Gunther did not make that | feel is significant 
while we are on the subject of repression. 
Indiscriminate or pointless acts of violence 
and destruction of property, such as those that 
have resulted from uncontrolled demonstra- 
tions, invariably create the proper catalyst for 
reaction and repression. The word “reaction” 
itself implies a generating cause. While we 
are drawing parallels with the events that 
occurred in pre-Nazi Germany we should also 
note that the threat of anarchy from the left 
contributed to the rise of the most severe 
repression of modern times. 

| think we would all do well to heed the 
recent warning of Senator Smith of Maine that 
if America has to choose between anarchy and 
repression, it will choose the latter. Responsible 
citizens, representing all shades of the political 
spectrum, must insure that their efforts to 
generate political change do not force America 
to make this painful choice. It would be ironic 
indeed if those who ostensibly championed for 
a more free and open society hastened the 
demise of the most tolerant society in history.— 
James A. Arthur, Fresno, Calif. 93726. 


| have just read the article /s Big Brother 
Watching You? and my reaction is that this 
activity seems most inefficient of the police. 
A police officer who spends his time on 
political suspects is a police officer who has 
no time left for solving crimes. This must 
surely show up in his department's efficiency 
rating and affect the tenure of the men in 
charge of the police department. In San Fran- 
cisco the number of police officers is limited 
by the city charter to ensure that the police 
do not have the time to engage in this sort of 
oppressive nonsense. 

It is, of course, emotionally disturbing to find 
oneself being shadowed by the police. Two or 
three years ago a neighbor told me that someone 
was watching to see when | left for work each 
morning and when | came back in the evening, 
so | watched out for him and, sure enough, 
his car had an S.F.P.D. parking lot sticker on it! 
My political activities are largely confined to 
an unenthusiastic (because of differences over 
the Vietnam war) membership in the United 
World Federalists so | decided that in all 
probability he was moonlighting as a burglar. 


The next morning | left for work at 3 a.m. 
leaving my house to all outward appearances 
as if | were still asleep. | returned in the after- 
noon and was talking to another neighbor on 
the sidewalk when my tail reappeared, looking 
disgusted. | suppose he had been periodically 
check.ng on my house all day to see when | 
“got up’’. | took his car license number and, in 
the hope that he had a wire tap on my phone, 
called friends all over the Bay area giving them 
his license number and the information that he 
was a burglar. The next day | saw him in 
front of my house again and walked across the 
street to wave him a sardonic greeting. | never 
saw him again. 

Since then a San Francisco police officer 
has been arrested on a felony charge. The 
picture of him in the paper resembled my tail 
but | could not swear that it was the same man. 
—Arthur Lietze, Rhine Street, San Francisco, 
Calif. 941172. 


Women on the warpath 

| am a 24-year-old housewife-mother-college- 
senior. The debate you featured in your August 
issue between Henry Morgan and the students 
of Stony Brooke College was far more inter- 
esting than the typical article | find in a women’s 
magazine. | am very much in favor of the three 
main objectives of Women’s Lib: free child 
care, free abortions, and equal wages. Men 
don't seem to realize that women working 
toward these goals do not want alimony in 
case of a divorce. Free child care and higher 
wages would eliminate this unpleasant con- 
tinuation of a sour relationship. 

| am a fortunate example of a wife. | wanted 
to have a baby—l had one. | got bored as a 
housewife-babysitter (though | love my little 
boy dearly)—so | went to work for two years. 
Pounding a typewriter for the government eight 
hours a day at a low wage soon bored me also, 
so | am now finishing the education | gave up 
when | became a wife. My husband is all for 
anything | want to do, and does a great deal of 
the housework while | am busy. 

Concerning the debate, | had to identify with 
Mr Morgan, whom | have watched on talk 
shows and greatly admire for his wit and 
intelligence. Although | am closer in age to the 
college students, |am disgusted by loudmouthed 
know-it-alls who attend a confrontation, and 
start booing as soon as the opposition opens 
its mouth. Also, though | am in favor of some 
Women’s Lib goals, the SDS does not seem to 
understand the desires of the majority in this 
country, although | realize those desires are 
often based on laziness, fear, and lack of 
education, as Mr Morgan attempted to point 
out between screams. 

Miss Cziko couldn’t decide whether she was 
debating Women’s Liberation, SDS, or nudie 
pictures. | don’t like lust pictures myself, but 
women might as well face it: if there are girls 
who pose nude willingly, there is nothing other 
women can do to alter their freedom in this 
chosen profession. And concerning the wages 
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in Taiwan, how can an intelligent college 
student think we can apply our ideals to any 
other country? Have they been there? Have 
they interviewed a Taiwanese woman and 
asked her what she thinks of her wage, or what 
she would do if there were no American 
institutions there to employ her? How much 
does a Taiwanese male make ?—Mary Sue 
Kolbe, Santa Barbara Way, Fairfield, Ca 94533. 


After reading Mr Morgan’s confrontation with 
Women’s Lib let me say to the Liberators that 
equality has responsibilities. Are these women 
prepared to be treated truly equally? This 
means socially and legally as well as economic- 
ally. For instance, there will be no more male- 
subservient social practices. Like paying for 
the lady's dinner and theater ticket. Or any of 
the minor niceties. The Equal Woman will no 
longer get preferential treatment before the law. 
No more discrimination against men-in the 
form of alimony. 

And women will be drafted for combat. 

Girls, come join me here in the boondocks 
of Vietnam. Carry a pack, get shot at and watch 
your buddy die. Why can’t the liberated woman 
perform hazardous duty ? There is no reason to 
exempt them on the basis of sex. 

No. | don’t have trouble with my masculinity, 
but sometimes | think these girls have trouble 
with theirs. So, let them put down their bras, 
pick up a rifle and enjoy equality.—Lt. James 
Mangi, APO San Francisco 962265. 


Consumer reports 

| have just gotten my first issue of your 
magazine. It is as different and exciting as any 
could be in its field. It is a perfect balance of 
the “high class’ and the ‘down to earth”. It is 
very frank about many issues of the day and 
takes on a wide variety of subjects in one issue. 

The girls you come up with are very beautiful ; 
they look real, not plastic. Your photography 
speaks of experience and a willingness to show 
what really is without trickery. You show a 
girl for what she is. 

As one of the newer generation who are 
hard to please, | give my compliments on a job 
well-done and. my best to an unbeatable 
combination: Guccione and Penthouse.— 
Hank Abert, East 11th Street, Pueblo, Colorado 
87007. 


10 PENTHOUSE 


| have just finished going over your July issue 
and | must say your staff have scored again. | 
used to be a reader of that other magazine, 


until | picked up a copy of your work of art. . 


As for Miss Pendleton, it is very unusual for a 
girl of the now generation to exhibit such ideas. 
An old-fashioned girl in one respect—but with 
the properties of the modern !—Ke/th D. Peters 
(address withheld), APO San Francisco 96321. 


Chicken ? 

| see in the September issue that Penthouse 
chickened out in the presentation of Pet of the 
Month Miss Tina McDowall. Why the red 
nightie ? It shows a bit of sloppy posing on the 
part of the photographer. Besides, | thought 
Penthouse was famous for its /mmodest 
approach in showing our Pets.—£. A. Ring, 
Foster Circus, Ft. Rucker, Ala. 36360. 


Plea for beefcake- 

For some time now | have subscribed to 
Playboy and just recently | have placed my 
subscription to Penthouse. | feel that by receiv- 
ing these two magazines | do my part in 
fighting women’s liberation. 

Yesterday, however, while looking through 
the December Penthouse, | saw these words 
in your Forum: “How inconsiderate of you to 
publish another magazine for men! How about 
us girls? We want and need a ‘Playgirl’ 
magazine complete with a centerfold—a 
beautiful naked man!.. .” 

Penthouse seems to be rapidly taking over 
Hefner's male market, so why don’t you kill 
two birds with one stone? First of all, by 
printing a girls’ magazine, you fight women’s 
liberation, by making them feel more equal. 
Secondly, who knows? You may very easily 
make a fortune!—G/enn W. Banks, Neelen 
Drive, Wyckoff, N.J. 07487. 


Who starts it? 
One bright (full moon) night last July, five of 
my high school chums, their beaus, my hand- 
some Prince Charming and | enjoyed a lovely 
party on my parents’ private beach. It consisted 
of—a dip in the surf, a small bonfire and marsh- 
mallow roast, special punch, singing, dancing 
and the suggested “hide the weenie’ game. 
Now, strange as it may seem, on our dates 
my boyfriend and | only kissed and petted, 


always somehow holding the line and avoiding 
“going-all-the-way’’. Believe me, many times 
| was willing, even eager, and almost ready to 
deliver the goods. That: July night, however, on 
seeing all my invited guests stretched out on 
blankets in a semi-circle au naturel, playing 
the implacable rules of the interesting game 
and having a ball, | became extremely horny 
and just could not resist the overwhelming 
pressure for lovemaking fulfilment. 

| always wanted my first intercourse experi- 
ence to be as natural as possible without any 
use of contraceptives and according to the 
rhythm theory | was in the safe period. Because 
none of us girls attained the much desired 
climax, it was mutually agreed that after a short 
intermission refreshed by the invigorating 
punch, we should repeat the performance. 
Shortly, my whole body began to tremble as | 
came on.the delightful ecstasy of orgasm. The 
other girls were likewise lucky. Surely the party 
was a grand success. 

Since then my lover and | play often each 
week with great relish the exciting pastime, 
occasionally joined in the frolic by my class- 
mates.—Miss R. E. (name and address with- 
held), Miami, Florida. 


Sensationalism ? 

| have been a reader of your magazine since 
the first of the year and have enjoyed it im- 
mensely. | feel obliged to comment, however, 
on a portion of your magazine that | believe 
to be below the high standards of your com- 
petition. | speak of. your Forum section. A 
magazine of your caliber should not rely on 
individual fetishes: for example, the letter from 
S.C. of Rutledge (September). This type of 
sensationalism can only degrade your maga- 
zine. | feel that we, the public, should oe offered 
a prerogative in our choice of reading material, 
but you should not publicize the sensationalist 
minorities—ARobert P. Zinke, Park Towne Sq.,: 
St. Louis, Mo. 63136. 


In your September Forum the letter from S.C., 
Rutledge, sounds like an excerpt from a bus-. 
station pocketbook. As a reader of your excel- 
lent magazine, | find it completely out of taste. 
If you truly want all views, that is mine.—James 
Bryant, New Orleans, La. 


Personal problem 

| am plagued by an overactive lubrication 
gland which proves embarrassing especially 
away from bed. | have tried, without success, 
to obtain contraceptive “caps” or ‘‘tips’’ which 
adhere to the detumescent glans. Can any of 
your readers fill me in on anywhere | might find 
them on today’s market ? The full condom does 
not fill my needs except for coitus.—H. C. M. 
(name and address withheld), Palatine, Ill. 
60067. 


Pain and pleasure 
| had always read, with great amusement, your 
Forum letters on corporal punishment, but I’m 
not laughing any more! | am unmarried, 26, 
and accustomed to having my own way. My 
long-time (four years) fiance, John, is a loving 
gentle man who has given me a very long time 
to get all’the hell out of my system before we 
wed. | guess | didn’t realize it, but | took shame- 
ful advantage of this wonderfully patient guy. 
On a hot July afternoon too much liquor and 
sun made me restless and base-tongued. | 
raged that any man who would take what he 
was taking from a 110lb girl was less than a 
man and | announced plans to take an apart- 
ment in New York. John said absolutely 


FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


“ge Phere’ s holly. Not that you can styling some of today’s film that’s as much fun to 

s * "Mistletoe. Christmas trees. expect Christmas carols _ biggest hits. listen to as it was to watch. 
And turkey dinners. But from Santana. But their Or Percy Faith’s Of course, it’s still true: 
if you don’t know what to Latin-rock will certainly instrumental versions of | no two homes are alike. 
bring with you, going home bring more excitement the greatest Beatle songs. But every one of them 
can be a hassle. And an _ into your home. Beyond that, there’s needs more holiday music. 
expensive one, at that. Or if something Miles Davis. Who's given Because you never know 

ic Unless you do know softer is more appropriate, his new listeners an album who'll drop in. 

the one way you can cover there’s Johnny Mathis live from the Fillmore. Or how. 
yourself and everyone else: And the Original Sound- 
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nothing, which infuriated me, so the next day 
| actually left my job and home and drove into 
the city. 

It wasn't hard to find the kind of crowd | was 
looking for. The first time John visited me, he 
found me high on drugs and dressed in a see- 
through creation that showed every curve of 
my small frame. He wrapped me in a blanket, 
held me in his arms all that night until the effects 
of the drug (a bad, bad trip) wore off. When he 
left, | was more depressed and confused than 
before. He was a great guy and | loved him, 
but he didn’t seem to have any spunk. How 
could | marry a man who would stand by and 
watch the girl he loved destroy herself ? 

| soon shook off my depression, by plunging 
into a series of sex, drugs, everything-goes 
parties. When John next called me, | was 
wrapped in the arms of a guy I'd just met, out of 
my mind on speed and music. Viciously | told 
him exactly what was going on. | was crying 
when | slammed the phone down, heartsick 
at what | was doing, but unable to stop myself. 
By 3.30 a.m. all my guests had gone and I'd 
just thrown myself across the bed exhausted. 
The door bell rang and | answered it to find a 
telegram and a box had been delivered. The 
telegram was from John and said simply “To 
Carol, with love’. In the box, to my surprise, | 
found a large, lethal-looking hairbrush. Fright- 
ened, excited, and more than slightly confused, 
| got dressed and sat down with a drink, but | 
didn't have to wait long. Johnny arrived and 
held me, kissed me, then sat me down on the 
bed where he began a lecture punctuated by 
the words “spoiled”, “wilful”, “childlike”, “in 
need of discipline’, and ending: “And so, 
because | love you, | am going to punish you”. 
Then he left the room to fetch the “‘gift’’ he 
had sent. 

Thoroughly frightened by now, | made a 
desperate attempt to flee the apartment. But 
Johnny caught me and returned me to the 
bedroom. | guess | still had some fire left in me 
though, because | was spitting out words like 
“You wouldn't dare!” and “I'll never see you 
again”. Johnny ignored me and | watched in 
terror while he positioned himself on the edge 
of the bed with two pillows placed over his 
right knee. He reached for me and | found the 
pillows rested just under my pelvis and raised 
my bottom up into a most humiliating position. 
He unbuttoned my outfit and let it fall to the 
floor. | lay there across his knees with my 
bottom stuck up in the air like some sacrifice 
to the pagan gods. My bikini pants didn’t 
afford me much protection, but he still pulled 
them down and left me naked. He held me 
firmly across his knees and began recounting 
in detail all the bitchy things | would do no 
more. When he reached for the hairbrush | 
began to cry, knowing that four years of fury 
were to be released on to my bare bottom. 

When the first stroke landed, | squirmed, 
screamed, pleaded and cried, but Johnny was 
spacing the strokes so that he could lecture in 
between and give me time to anticipate in 
horror the next stroke. In that regressed 
position, | looked at the floor and at my selfish 
self in a way that never could have been 
duplicated in any other circumstances. In 
between strokes Johnny (1) set a wedding date, 
(2) regulated my behavior, (3) sold my car 
(which | always drove too fast), (4) forbade the 
use of drugs, (5) modified my manner of 
dressing, and (6) told me | would quit my job. 
| agreed to everything. Still, the lecturing and 
punishment continued over an hour and a half. 
When he released me, my bottom was dis- 
figured with welts and bruises. 


| am not proud that a 26-year-old woman had 
to be given an oldfashioned spanking to come 
to her senses. | am not proud of the fact that | 
provoked a gentle, kind man who loves me 
deeply. | am not proud of the fact that | am 
writing this letter standing, but | am thankful 
and grateful to God that | was spanked and 
thereby saved from what would have been my 
eventual ruin. | am to be married tonight to a 
man | love and respect.—Caro/ M. (name and 
address withheld), New York, N.Y. 


Some time ago | was rummaging through a 
pile of magazines at a friend’s house and came 
across three Penthouses, the first ones | had 
actually read (though | had heard of them). In 
South Africa where | have lived for most of my 
life, and here in Rhodesia they are banned. What 
a winner you have, full of interesting reading, 
comments, and photography second to none. 

| notice that in your Forum section you 
encourage discussion on personal topics and 
| would like to relate how my married life 
changed. The wife and | were continually at 
loggerheads. We started going our own ways, 
and as you can imagine, sexually we were a 
shambles. We seldom made love and if we did 
there was little feeling. About a year ago at 
home in Johannesburg, we were sitting reading, 
when out of the blue my wife asked to play 
cards. | said “OK, what shall it be—strip poker ?”’ 
To my amazement she said yes, and what's 
more she named the stakes. If she won, two 
strokes across the bottom for every article of 
clothing that remained on her, and vice versa if 
| won, except it was to be one stroke. Not for 
one moment did | think she would keep to it, let 
alone beat me at cards, something she had 
never done. But not only did she win, she had 
five articles of clothing on at the end. 

A bet is a bet and | always pay if | lose—I was 
marched up to the bedroom and laid out on the 
bed. The bamboo came down with plenty of 
‘feeling’, as she put it, at half-minute intervals, 
and | can assure you | landed up with ten 
stripes across my bottom. To relate what 
happened after that would be impossible, but 
our whole attitude towards each other changed. 
We had found something which probably we 
were too afraid to exploit before. Maybe not 
everyone is the same but as far as we are con- 
cerned, a little pain makes so much difference 
to lovemaking.—John Kelly (address supplied) 
Salisbury, Rhodesia. 


With it... 
Bob Guccione’s July Housecall contained one 
of the most answering statements that could be 
told to a person who is “with it’. The article 
said: ‘The it to which they are committed has 
no other name and no other distinguishing 
practice.’ That one statement tells so much, 
and yet so little. To the people who are with it 
all | can say is that your illiteracy could never 
be an excuse, as there is no such thing. 

| considered myself with it until about a year 
ago, but am now totally disillusioned. | sud- 
denly realized that | was not sure what | am 
as far as society is concerned. | feel that | am 
and always have been a product of society, as 
all people are. | believe | feel almost the same 
as the writer of that Housecall—Bruce H., 
(address withheld), upstate New York. 


Eysenck inquiry 

It gives me great pleasure to write from the 
hellhole of Vietnam. | was reading the interview 
you published with Professor H. J. Eysenck, 
and I'm very interested in the study of abnormal 
psychology and criminology. I’ve got some 
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important questions I'd like to have answered 
by the professor. Also I'd like to purchase his 
book Crime & Personality. Where can | 
correspond with Professor Eysenck? I’m from 
Springfield Gardens, OQueens—eight months 
left serving out here—Pfe Warren C. Cople, 
Ath Inf. Div., APO SF96262. 


Dr Eysenck directs the Institute of Psychiatry 
at the Maudsley Hospital, London. You can 
write c/o Penthouse and we will gladly forward 
your /etter.—Ed. 


Of human bondage 
| am a regular reader of your magazine when | 
can obtain the copies, not allowed in Spain. | 
want to tell you of a custom which could be 
classed as “human bondage” but very light 
and innocent. However, it is quite satisfactory 
for moderate feelings such as ours. | have along 
belt made of very rough vegetable fibre with 
two rings in one side. When my wife and | go 
to bed, | extend the belt across with the rings 
close to my wife’s hip. After the required 
arousing games and when | am already over my 
wife, with everything in its place, | pass the 
belt over my buttocks, close the loop through 
the rings and tighten it. In this position we 
remain, moving our bodies but without any 
possibility of being separated for a long time. 
We have reached up to four orgasms in one 
hour of rolling all over the bed. 

| name the system “Mate-n-lock” but | 
cannot patent it since it is a trade mark for 
electrical connectors. However, | think it is not 
a bad name for this innocent game.—A.A. 
(name and address withheld), Barcelona 17, 
Spain. 


Mysterious Orient 

Maybe your readers would be interested in a 
brief encounter | experienced during an over- 
night stop in Tangier, en route to Gibraltar. 

| sought an hotel with good car parking 
facilities and entered to check in. The Moroccan 
staff were having a quarrel and ignored me 
completely. | was just about to leave when a 
door opened at the side of reception and a tall 
woman emerged wearing a long grey cotton 
gown and head covering. She smiled, and 
seeing my passport, asked ‘English ?” 

“Yes’’, | replied. 

“You want a room? How long you stay ?”” 

“Just tonight.” 

“O.K. come with me.” 

| followed her upstairs on the second floor to 
a clean, nicely furnished room. She pointed to a 
rack for my suitcase and beckoned me to follow 
her to the bathroom, where she proudly showed 
me the large shower area. “Excellent, thank 
you.” The woman loitered and turned slowly 
so | would see her prominent breastwork. 
“You want me to stay ?” Feeling tired, dirty and 
low in funds, | replied—‘’No thank you, | think 
I'll take a shower and have some sleep. Good 
night.” 

After undressing and stepping into the 
shower, | became aware of the plastic curtain 
moving, so turned down the water and pulled 
it open. I'm a bit on the short side, and was 
confronted by two of the loveliest breasts in 
creation followed by the tall woman, wearing 
only a minute pair of black silk panties. Her 
skin was just slightly tanned and she looked 
magnificent. My tiredness vanished as she 
entered the shower and bent to pick up the 
soap, causing the beautiful buttocks to escape 
from their flimsy covering. She soaped us both 
all over, then leaned back to rinse off. 

| forced myself to fraternize and produced an 
imposing erection which she held whilst 


re-soaping her bosom. In vain | tried to remove 
those panties, but she wriggled until her huge 
soapy breasts completely enveloped my penis 
then grabbed my buttocks and kneaded until 
| ejaculated. We then turned up the water, 
rinsed and dried each other. Not a word was 
uttered as we dried our hair, then we lay on the 
bed. | reached for a cigarette, offered her one. 

“You happy | stay ?” 

“Well, yes, but I'll have to owe you the 
money.” 

“What money: | don’t want money.” Her 
lovely dreamy eyes smiled. “Maybe you give 
me some cigarettes ?” 

“Sure, help yourself. What is your name ?”” 

“Fatima.” 

She pulled her hair back and secured it with 
a rubber band, removed the tantalising panties, 
packed them in a matchbox, drew the long grey 
cotton dress over her head, then made with the 
head gear. “I go now. Goodbye English, thanks 
for the cigarettes.’ Slept well that night, 
dreaming of Fatima. 

On waking next morning, | called the desk 
and asked them to reserve me a passage on the 
Gibraltar ferry. There was over an hour to wait 
so | enjoyed a hearty breakfast. When checking 
out, | asked the English: speaking clerk about 
Fatima. 

“Fatima ? No, we have no one of that name 
here.” 

“But she came out of that room at your side. 
Tall, dressed in a long grey gown.” 

“Ah. That is Mrs Murphy the English school- 
mistress. She comes every year, likes to wear 
Arab costume.” 

Paid the bill and walked away in stunned 
silence. Seems you can’t trust anybody these 
days. Until next year then.—D./. (name and 
address withheld), London W.8. O-—g 
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DREAM CARS 


Jeep X/JOO2, the stables first four-wheel-drive sports car, dons wide flotation tires for cross-country clambering. 


hose who attend any of the 
T umerous automobile salons so 
fashionable these days may have 
noticed that even among the blizzard 
of publicity surrounding new models, 
the lion’s share often goes to strange and 
wonderful vehicles called Dream Cars. 
These sometimes may bear a resemb- 
lance to current (or future) production, 
or then again may be a last-ditch effort 
by astymied publicity department to get 
the firm’s name in the papers some way. 
It is important for showgoers to get 
these categories straight, thus avoiding 
fruitless letters to the sales staff if 
nothing else; so let us examine the 
phenomenon more closely. 
| remember a senior executive of a 
large automobile company visiting my 
flat in Europe about five years ago (no, 
he didn’t make the trip specially!) to 
ask me whether | thought dream cars or 
competition successes were the. right 
road to public acceptance of their cars 
on that side. As they weren't about to 
build a proper F1 car, | plumped for an 
International Rally team, pointing to the 
acclaim won by Mercedes, Saab, and 
Volvo, to name just three. Mercedes, to 
be sure, still carried a lot of the shine 
from the full-bore racing days but 
generations were growing up who had 
never heard of Hermann Lang and 
thought that the current saloons were 
rather stodgy to boot. Then the cele- 
brated Eugene Bohringer showed that 
cumbersome-looking 220 SEs were 
practical rally cars. Similarly, if it 
weren't for Eric Carlsson, Carl-Magnus 
Skogh, and Tom Trana, the Swedish 
machines would still be thought of as 
funny little wagons out of the North- 
land. Most of the European manu- 
facturers, not excluding Auntie Rover, 
have gone the rallye route and helped 
their sales thereby. For that matter any- 
one who had seen an _ outwardly 
standard Opel flung about on glare ice 
by Lillebror Nasenius would go away 
thinking, well, perhaps they aren't as 
bad as they look on the autobahn — 
a step in the right direction anyway. 
Needless to say, the man didn’t agree 
with me, perhaps because he had his 
mind already made up. The next shows 
produced glittery versions of Corvettes 
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called Sting Rays, plus, a little later, an 
extremely streamlined Opel Kapitan. 
Public response to both of these 
resulted in their production in more or 
less modified form, so that today you 
can drive around In a dream car, even if 
it does meet all of Mr. Nader’s ukases 
for personal safety. The untutored mind 
would think that this policy would be a 
ready-made one for pleasing the sales 
department but, surprisingly enough, it 
appears to be uncommon for large 
manufacturers. They will tell you that It 
costs money to tool up for anything 
“special” but at the same time they will 
run themselves bowlegged ensuring 
that there are eleventy-seven options of 
color and trim on the basic iron 
klunker. 

| would have thought that if they 
found something the public liked, it 
would be good business to make it, but 
apparently not. Big companies hate to 
make anything that might cause a strong 
reaction (whether positive or negative) 
in large numbers lest the customer 
actually care what car he buys instead 
of just going out to get the best deal 
by $25. \n the last analysis, the fancy 
stuff is to get the customer into the 
showroom where you can sell him 
something else. 

The Italians of course have long been 
specialists in making dream cars, even 
if they do tend to cost a lot of money. 
After all, it would be hard to visualize 
a Lamborghini Miura as anything but a 
dream car, with transverse engine, semi- 
reclining seating position and the lot, 
but quite a number of them are happily 
rolling around on the streets. This brings 
us to what the definition of a dream car 
is, a topic we would have cleared up 
at the beginning if the phone hadn't 
rung just then. At any rate, to the 
average Italian a nice new 850 Fiat is 
his dream car, thank you, just as when 
young we dreamed fervently of TC MGs, 
Giulietta Veloces, or Lotus Sevens. 
| lusted violently after a four-door 
Packard convertible a friend of mine had 
and that. was my dream car, never mind 
the odd objects appearing in print from 
time to time. | suppose, though, that the 
proper definition is a car made up out 
of more or less whole cloth, ignoring 


practicality as far as reasonable, similar 
to those every schoolboy draws when 
he has finished looking at Penthouse 
(advt) but before the homework gets 
done. Alex de Sahnoffsky used to 
make a specialty of great airbrush 
drawings of dream cars, which were 
always the subject of lively discussion as 
to where you would get the inevitable 
dents fixed, let alone where to put all the 
legions of pretty girls who would be 
fighting to get in. Then there were the 
sort of dream machines which appeared 
in the homey-crafty magazines, built by 
the lineal descendants of ornithopter 
constructors, that promised a comfort- 
able roadgoing machine coupled with 
an autogiro/submarine/cranberry har- 
vester/day sailer. These reappear in 
cycles like the double-breasted Algerian 
locust and are about as welcome, being 
as much use as a poke in the eye with a 
burnt stick. One which appears from 
time to time, though it really isn’t what 
you would call ravingly popular, is the 
amphibious car. Examples have actually 
crossed the English Channel, | think, but 
like all dual-purpose efforts they suffer 
from having too much of the wrong half 
present at the wrong time. 

Generally speaking, Dream Cars fall 
into the category of Show Eggs, a name 
they gained years ago when one Turin 
Show after another would have an egg- 
shaped device by Pininfarina on the 
stand. As normally the press would be 
looking at the delicious Italian crumpet 
not to mention the delicious Italian 
variations on production machinery, 
there had to be some sort of a handle or 
attention-getter aside from a free ball- 
point pen. These tactics were directed 
almost exclusively at the daily press as 
generally speaking their representatives 
(1) know naught about cars, (2) care 
less, (3) demand a sensational handle 
to hang the story on, even if it is just the 
fact that the designer is one of 14 
children. 

Pininfarina, in the person of the late, 
great Dr. Colombo, knew this well and 
would religiously trot out an odd Urban 
or Safety car complete with reams of 
explanation in five languages. There is 
no doubt that if the representatives of 
some great country had arrived waving 
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How man controls his family 


—— 


cheques and demanding full production 
of this horror, Colombo couldn't have 
managed it, but usually questions about 
the motive power etc produced a shrug 
and “anything you like!’ The dailies bit 
of course, and the result was that 
Pininfarina got more front-page space 
than Christine Keeler, a fact not lost on 
other firms. Consequently we had 
dragsters, F1 machines, executive cars, 
| Olden Tymes replicas (a couple of which 

actually reached the sales point), and an 
even more dreary succession of 
rickshaw-like ‘town’ devices uglier 
than the Citroen 2 CV, not that that has 
been any barrier to its sales. 

Therefore you might think that just 
building a Dream Car to put on your 
stand is the automatic road to success. 
But it isn’t that easy, as a tour around the 
less-successful stands will show. First 
of all the publicity boys (never engin- 
eers) must decide how much money 
they have got to spend and after that, 
whether they are going to have a far-out 
variation of some existing concept such 
as dune buggies or record vehicles, or 
_ else go the whole hog on something 
really weird. In this latter effort, it is 
important to tie the project in with Smog 
or Ecology or Safety or some other 
concept easily understood by the daily 
reporters on their fleeting trips from bar 
to bar. Simply putting mag wheels, 
racing stripes, and colored lights on 
the family banger isn’t enough (though 
often seen), but lots of really pretty 
girls in micro-minis often help. Papers 
- will print a photo of the Gumball Town 
Car mit bikini gefullt when they 
wouldn't touch the car alone with a 
bargepole. Likewise an unusual mode of 
locomotion such as steam, hot air, 
batteries, or even Chinese vodka will get 
a few lines in print which, after all, is the 
purpose of the whole thing. 

We often get letters from unhappy 
folk demanding to know why the X 
wasn't made or, alternatively, where they 
can buy the show example after the 
show is over. Most of these would be a 
great disappointment as, even assuming 
they survived the depredations of small 
boys and similar souvenir-hunters, they 
usually have only enough running gear 
to enable them to be trundled on to the 
stand. Engines, assuming they are not 
powered by bubblegum or something 
else exotic, are crammed in willy-nilly 
and often not even hooked up to other 
relevant parts. Furthermore, a close 
study of the accommodation (as in one 
celebrated example) would show that 
the driver would have to be seven feet 
tall (of which nine inches were legs) to 
drive the thing successfully. And parts ? 
Getting a tail-light lens for a four-year- 
old domestic model is tough enough 
without having to get a special example 
out of GM. 

Better stick to your VW. At least it 
| works. 


THE ART OF THE HOT COMB’ 


b. Position one. 


It’s a day like any other’ 
day. (You know that because 


of the way your hair looks.) “ 
Only this morning is go- 


ing to be different. This morn- 
ing you have The Hot Comb} 
from Remington, a new hot 
air dryer/styler that works 
with a comb or a brush. 
Please pause for a moment. 
Before you begin there 
are a few things you should 
know about The Hot Comb” 
The first thing you have 
to do is master a hole new 
combing principle. If you use 
the old plastered-down mo- 
tion you used with a regular 
comb, you'll get nothing but 
a fatter version of the old 
pa -down look. (Plus a 


ew stray ends sticking 


all over your head. 5) 
‘The right way to use The 

Hot Conte 

site. You lift your hair up 

from the under side, and turn. 

the comb ee and down. 


fa 


is just the oppo- ~~ 


me 


mi... more saa lo tech- 


secchiques.. = 
ike reverse-combing. 


Reverse combing is de- 
signed to give your hair more 
height. CEs pepally three 
days out on e barber shop 


4. Now 
you can be 
taller than 
she is. 


when it’s er and limp and 
a lost the only ig ever 


f you write Remington, 
100, Bridgeport, Con- 
ticut, we'll send you the 
that tells how to deal 


Ve're not suggesting that 
ot Comb will change 
le life. 


certainly change 


THE HOT COMB FROMREMINGTON 


REMINGTON; THE HOT COMB: TRADEMARKS OF SPERRY RAND CORP. © 1970 S.R.; ELECTRIC SHAVER DIVISION, BRIOGEPORT, CONN. 
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Zodiac aot 
The most 


accurate watch 
you Can wear. 


Guaranteed. 


*Adjustment to this tolerance, if necessary, 
will be made at no cost for a period of one year 
and no special tools required. 


The Zodiac SST (Split Second Timing). Guaranteed*not to 
gain or lose more than one minute per month. Extraordinary 
precision and dependability made possible by the most 
accurate watch movement Switzerland produces. 


You can actually hear the difference. 


The SST ticks twice as fast as the watch you're wearing now. 
36,000 times an hour to be exact. This exceptional speed 
means exceptional accuracy... and exceptional resistance 
to bumps and shocks that throw the average watch off. 


Self-winding 17 jewel Swiss movement, accurate day-date 
calendar, water resistant. 


A variety of styles, all in stainless steel or 18k gold 
electroplate with stainless steel backs. All priced from $110. 
(Watch shown, $115.) 


Stop by a Zodiac jeweler. See and hear the SST. 
You've never heard it so good before. Zodiac, 1212 Ave. of 
the Americas, N.Y.C. 10036. 


CAL UOdH/ Y 


For the naked 


“fe a _martini. 


~— * 
, | 
AB A glass. 
7# \ce. 


Bombay Gin. 


Imported 
from England. 


CARILLON IMPORTERS, N.Y. 10022 - 86 PROOF - 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. 


WiRW FROM THE TOnm 


Problems & solutions 


The secret of success in business, 
they say, is quite simple. Just find 
a need and fill it. Advertising has 
brought a refinement. If you can't 
find a need create one. So now 
we are glutted with products we 
no longer need, or never needed, 
but are obliged to consume for the 
sake of the economy. 

The way to succeed in other 
fields like politics is similar. Find a 
problem and offer a solution. If 
you can’t find a problem create 
one. And pretty soon people are 
so confused by solutions they 


don't even remember what the 


problem was. 

Eldridge Cleaver is fond of 
saying you're either part of the 
solution, or you're part of the 
problem. The problem he has in 
mind of course is that of white 
racism. And one of the solutions 
recommended by Mr. Cleaver, 
who vehemently denies any taint 
of black racism, is to open the 
doors of all our prisons and set 
free all the inmates who have 
black skin, regardless of whether 
‘they were jailed for political or 
criminal acts. And that should 
certainly provide the kind of 
solution that would help you 
forget the original problem. ; 

Mr. Cleaver also borrows a leaf, 
consciously or not, from Aris- 
tophanes’ Lysistrata, suggesting 
to the women of America that 
they ought not to be “laying up” 
with American males who are 
part of the problem. “You look at 
these males who call themselves 
men,’ he demands of our women, 
“and tell them that they're going 
to have to become part of the 
solution or don’t call you up on 
the telephone any more. Don't 
write you love letters, and don't 
come around knocking on your 
door.” 

This he refers to as “pussy 
power.’ Now do you doubt the 
man is dangerous ? 

The sad thing about it of course 
is that, whether he realizes it or not, 
there are other problems. And 
when it comes to these other 
problems, he is also a part of them, 
even as you and I. The funda- 
mental one from which so many 
others spring is that of urbanization 


—the compression of an already- 
exploding population into 
concentrations of increasing 
density. It overloads our trans- 
portation and communication 
facilities, breeds crime and multi- 
plies pollution—to say nothing of 
ruining our dispositions. Whether 
here or in exile, Mr. Cleaver—even 
as you and I—takes up space. 
Like us he consumes oxygen and 
emits carbon dioxide. He takes in 
food and water and produces 
garbage.There’s no getting around 
it: when it comes to overpopula- 
tion and its attendant ills, Eldridge 
Cleaver is part of the problem. 

But he renders a public service 
by directing attention at least to 
the importance of learning to 
think in terms of problems and 
solutions. Our contribution is to 
make the effort to understand 
the difference. 

Divorce is a good example. For 
years we have been conditioned 
to regard divorce as a problem— 
one of the great sociological 
problems, in fact, of the century. 
Tons of inane books, thousands 
of idiot articles, have been foisted 
on us. analyzing the causes, 
reciting the statistics, of the 
“problem of divorce’ in our 
society. And all the time it wasn't 
really a problem at all, but a 
solution. The problem was 
marriage. 

Everybody went around trying 
to. prevent divorces. A whole new 
profession sprang up—marriage 
counsellors. Its entire mission was 
premised on the alleged need to 
prevent the only humane solution 
toa problem created by contractual 
commitments usually undertaken 
while the parties were of unsound 
mind, and often under duress. 
Nobody, from the clergy to the 
psychiatric and legal priesthoods, 
ever bothered himself about pre- 
venting unwarranted marriages. 

Until recently, lawyers, through 
their dominance of the legislatures, 
busied themselves making the 
problem easy to get into and the 
solution sinful-sounding and ex- 
pensive. It took a whole new 
generation liberated by a sexual 
revolution to wise up to which 
was which. They discovered that 
divorce was a problem only in the 
sense thatantibiotics are a problem 
once you have contracted pneu- 


monia. They learned also that 
there was a preventive as well asa 
therapeutic solution; that is, not 
marrying in the first place. Which 
is precisely what young people 
are resorting to in droves. At least 
until they are sure they are 
motivated by considerations more 
substantial than hot pants and 
goading relatives. 

Incidentally, the institution of 
marriage itself was not originally 
designed asa means of legitimizing 
the relief of sex urges. It evolved 
as a logical solution for its time to 
the problems of (a) loneliness, 
(b) under-population, (c) the 
need for assigning responsibility 
for the raising of children, and (d) 
the division of labor in ancient, 
rural cultures. The fact that it has 
persisted essentially unchanged 
into a modern urban culture is 
what has turned the solution into 
a problem. 

Another example of the process 
is abortion, which people were 
brainwashed into thinking of as a 
problem when in fact it was only 
one solution to the problem of 
unwanted or burdensome un- 
planned pregnancy. Again, thera- 
peutic rather than preventive, 
which is preferable of course. But 
the preventive—contraception— 
had also been withheld’ through 
legally enforced ignorance. The 
Law helped create the problem 
of overpopulation by denying 
access to both solutions. And as 
a bonus, it helped foster venereal 
disease. 

The Law, by the way, is a classic 
case of an institution created to 
solve problems (in this case pre- 


' serving order) which has become 


fossilized into a problem. Others 
are Labor, Education and Medi- 
cine, to name a few. But the one 
that takes the prize is War. 

Even the so-called revolution- 
aries who devote all their energy 
to attacking other institutions still 
go along with the establishment 
in accepting the view that killing 
people through armed conflict is 
an acceptable solution for their 
problems, rather than treat the 
practice itself as a problem. Our 
friend Mr. Cleaver, in a letter 
describing how his first encounter 
with the Panthers impressed him 
with the idea that a revolutionary 
generation of blacks must be 


“invested with the courage to 
kill,” tells us that Huey P. Newton 
chose as the motto of the Black 
Panther Party a quotation from 
Mao Tse-tung’s Little Red Book. 
The quote—or motto—reads as 
follows: 

“We are advocates of the 
abolition of war; we do not want 
war; but war can only be abolished 
through war; and in order to get 
rid of the gun it is necessary to 
pick up the gun.” 

In 1965, President Lyndon B. 
Johnson used the same logic and 
almost the same words when he 
and his advisers decided that war 
on a scale of half a million 
American fighting men was the 
only so/ution to the problems in 
Vietnam. The only way to preserve 
peace. 

What matters is not his judge- 
ment about Vietnam. It is that 
there were so many who agreed, 
and still do, that war itself can 
still be thought of not as part of 
the problem but as part of the 
solution. Even to the problem of 
war. 


Power of a panning 


Book reviewers, like theatre 
critics, are credited with the 
power to make or break a piece 
of work that might have taken 
years to produce. If that’s true, 
the book reviewers should be 
assigned their share of blame for 
the major calamities of the past 
century or so. Think of the 
trouble the world might have been 
spared if, for example, the leading 
book reviewers of theit day had 
panned 7he Communist Manifesto 
by Marx.and Engels and the later 
Das Kapital as, say, ‘confused and 
badly written polemics by a pair 
of unsuccessful exiled revolu- 
tionaries, both of whom lived 
largely on the income generated 
by Engels’ father’s capitalistic 
business.’ The books might have 
died right there, instead of causing 
all the upheaval they have ever 
since. 

If Hitler's Mein Kampf had been 
blasted by German book reviewers 
of the 1920s as “‘the prison ravings 
of atwo-bit Austrian anti-Semite, 
the shock of rejection might have 
sent him back to work as a third- 
rate commercial artist, never to be 
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heard from again. 

Where were the badmouth 
reviewers when we needed them ? 
No wonder no town ever erected 
a statue to a critic!—Fred 
Darwin. 


Redefinitions 

Gold-digger: girl who mines her 
own business. 

Congressman: sex-obsessed Sen- 
ator. 

Exhibitionist: woman who strips 
without teasing. ; 
Divorce suit: the only suit with a 
third pair of pants. 

Wolf: fellow with the gift of the 
grab. 
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HAPPENINGS 
EA ET 
Spelling it out 


Magic is being practiced every- 
where these days. Even the most 
cursory researches reveal enough 
witches to levitate the Empire 
State Building. White witches, as 
opposed to those who dabble in 
bad vibrations and the powers of 
evil, believe in the Old Religion, 
which predates all the current 
faiths, and besides drawing on 
their store of arcane knowledge, 
they are good psychologists, adept 
at making the subjects of their spells 
true believers—which, of course, is 
more than half the battle when a 
spell has to work. Traditionally, 
but not necessarily, they gather 
together in covens because group 
spells, group energy, are believed to 
be more effective than solitary 
flights. 

One such informal company, 
called The Psychic Agency, has 
had some success in Boston cast- 
ing helpful spells for simple things. 
A nationally famous cartoonist, for 
example, sought help in breaking a 
temporary creative block. “It was 
such an easy thing to cure”, 
explains Tara, a Psychic Agency 
spokeswoman. “We gave him a 
few simple herbs to smoke or 
ingest, told him to take a hot bath 
alone while we focused our 
energies on his problem. He slept 
well, dreamt vividly and next day 
was back at his drawing board 
working away as frantically as 
ever.” 

Tara believes that most pro- 
blems stem from boredom and/or 
frustration and can be cured just as 
simply. “Let's face it”, she says, 
“most people’s lives are so pre- 
dictable that even the most minor 
redirecting of their thoughts or 
cosmic energy will change their 
whole pattern of behavior. To put 


it briefly, most people who need to | 


produce also need to be be- 
witched every now and then.” 


She described a typical piece of. 
witchcraft practiced by heragency: | 


24. PENTHOUSE 


A businessman leaving his office 
might be accosted by a gorgeous 
nymphet, with waist-length blonde 
hair and an enticing figure. “Hello, 
Mr. Smith’, she says. ‘I'm from the 
Psychic Agency. Some of your 
friends think you need to be be- 
witched and our service will be in 
operation for the next few days.” 
She takes a bite out of a large red 
apple, hands it to him and adds: 
“You'll be hearing from me again. 
My name’s Tara”, and with a 
casual wave she disappears into 
the crowd. Two or three days later, 
the businessman gets a call from 
Tara inviting him to some avant- 
garde activity that’s unusual 
enough to interest him but not too 
far out to frighten him. “Maybe 
you'd like to have dinner first 
before we go there,’” she says. 
“It's all paid for.” 

And during the course of the 
week-long relationship Tara is at 
pains to point out that she is only 
doing her job and although she 
likes doing her job and likes Mr. 
Smith no emotional involvements 
are allowed. Witchcraft is never 
mentioned. 

But what if Mr. Smith does get 
emotionally involved? “Doesn't 
happen”, says Tara. “The spell is 
just a short one and can be broken 
any time. But the effects linger 
forever.” 


Malodorous Manhattan 


Pollution is the theme of Man- 
hattan, Manhattan, one of a new 
collection of folk songs published 
by Broadside Magazine. The first 
verse, very topical, goes: 
“Manhattan, Manhattan you're a 
hideous sight. 

It's dark in the daytime, it’s lighter at 
night. 

| won't ride the E train because it’s 
asin 

And! hope | won't see a goddam 
cabbie again. 

Well, old New York City’s a won- 
derful place, 

That is if you like to get dirt on your 
face. 

The air is so thick it'll cause you to 
choke, 

If you want to stay healthy leave 
New Jersey's smoke.” 

Words and music are by Patrick 
Sky, copyright by Whitfeld Music 
Inc. 


Notes from the underground 


New Orleans’ underground paper 
Nola Express has set up a tape 
division to market cassette re- 
cordings of underground poets, 
the first being Charles Bukowski... 
Detroit's Fifth Estate is trying to 
decide whether to refuse “‘de- 
humanizing” classified ads. Some 
of the ads turn the paper's role 
into that of a pimp, say the editors. 
On the other hand, they explain, 
“because of the loneliness and 
isolation perpetuated by our pre- 
sent society” they hesitate to cut 


| talented, witty 


off attempts by people to meet and 
form meaningful relationships. 
Readers are invited to contribute 
their views Vancouver's 
Georgia Straight has also been 
thinking about the problem and 
has concluded that most of its ads 
of this type are planted by chauvin- 
istic males who scare women 


| away rather than attract them be- 


cause all they do is “want'’—a 
mistress, a mother, a_ slave. 
“Doesn't it seem incongruous”, 
the writer asks, “that a woman 
who is beautiful, voluptuous, 
and __ intelligent 
would be willing to be a play- 
thing and a_ servant?’—John 
Wilcock. 


Booking in for Christmas 


Another Christmas is  jingle- 


belling down on us at a terrifying | 


rate, but don’t panic. You can 
always give books. Don’t worry 
about buying them to size; give 
books that fit you, then you'll be 
doing unto others as you would 
have them do unto you—the most 
selfish rule ever devised, as Shaw 
pointed out, and therefore 
eminently workable. 

Thus, if you collect barbed wire 
—and the Library Journa/ assures 
us that ‘There are more wire col- 
lectors than you think’—you will 
give everyone Prongs, Points, 
Prickers, and Stickers: A Com- 
plete and Illustrated Catalogue of 
Antique Barbed Wire by Robert 
T. Clifton (University of Oklahoma 
Press, $8.95). 

But let's say you are interested 
in something more general, like— 
well, sex. Then you have the whole 
range of contemporary American 
fiction to choose from. There was 
One novel published in the last 
couple of years which may not 
have had sex in it, Word Rain by 
Madeline Gins (Grossman, $4.95). 
We cannot be sure, having stopped 
at the paragraph that began: “‘The 
paragraph which you are about to 
read has never been written. You 
are writing it now.” 

The most useful and compre- 
hensive sex guide isthe best-selling 
Everything You Always Wanted 
To Know About Sex by David 
Reuben (McKay, $6.95). For the 
collector of odd and _ historical 
sexual conversation pieces Paul 
Tabori has created The Humor and 
Technology of Sex, a big gift book 
published by Julian Press at 
$12.50. If you know a nice solid 
married couple with impenetrable 
sexual hangups you might give 
them The Sexual Power of Mari- 
juana (Wyden—McKay, $5.95) 
but | wouldn't guarantee the 
miraculous results described by 


most of the couples in the book to 
author Barbara Lewis. 
A sex scandal transformed into 


successful fiction is R. V. Cassill’s | 


Dr. Cobb's Game (Geis, $6.95), 
based on the Profumo case. If your 
she appreciates witty and 
mildly erotic verse, you might give 
her Beds by Wade Stevenson 
(McCall, $4.50). But enough of 


_ this talk; it makes a body hungry. 


Three cook books published 
this year have special interest for 
men, though all are perfectly good 
for women too. Sandy Lesberg, a 
Penthouse contributing editor, 
takes care of the sophisticated 
bachelor with The Single Chef's 
Cookbook (Prentice-Hall $6.95). 
The only trouble with the book is 
that the reader might have a-hard 
time remaining single, possessed 
of such a desirable attainment as 
Sandy’s cooking. Lionel Braun, 
another Penthouse contributing 
editor, has produced the ribald 
Fanny Hill's Cook Book with 
William Adams (Penthouse Book 
Society), good enough to read 
even if you don’t get around to the 
cooking. For rugged types there is 
The Complete Outdoor Cookbook 
by Dan & Inez Morris (Hawthorn, 
$8.95). This is one ‘‘complete”’ 
book that really is. From barbecue 
on an apartment-house terrace to 
game cooking in the deep wilder- 
ness, the emphasis is on “how”, 
but the recipes are plentiful too. 

For those who can escape their 
various appetites long enough to 
look at the great world, Our 
Vanishing Wilderness by Mary 
Louise and Shelly Grossman & 
John N. Hamlet (Grosset & 
Dunlap, $14.95) is an exquisite 
book to look at and, unlike many 


of the big picture books, it is | 


intelligent and informative. 7he 
Hidden Fores’, another book on 
the environment, combines affect- 
ing closeups by Les Blacklock 
with a lyric, closeup text by 
Sigurd F. Olson (Viking Studio, 
$14.95). For those who have 
always wondered why in hell a 
civilized man goes out to shoot 
animals, another striking picture 
book relates hunter to nature in a 
most persuasive way. It is The 
Hunter's World by Charles 
Waterman (Random House, $15). 
For the connoisseur of guns the 
ultimate in picture histories is 
One Hundred Great Guns by 
Merrill Lindsay (Walker, $25). 
People, though, are more ex- 
citing than nature or things, and 
for sustained excitement few have 
matched the. dazzling career of 
Jean Cocteau. Playwright, novel- 
ist, poet, critic, designer, and 
film-maker, he set off fireworks to 
light the way for the avant garde of 
two generations. In the same 
month that Francis Steegmuller’s 
eagerly awaited biography, 
Cocteau (Atlantic-Little, Brown, 
$12.50) appeared, we got the per- 
fect companion to it, a perceptive 


anthology of Cocteau’s works 
entitled Professional Secrets and 
edited by Robert Phelps (Farrar, 
Strauss & Girou, $8.50), 
Another person worth getting 
to know is Jim Bouton, a baseball 
pitcher whose memoir, Ba// Four 
(World, $7.95) is capturing a huge 
general audience, including a 
cultish intellectual following. An 


even more oddball cult is the 
revival of excitement about 
Amelia Earhart, the American 


aviatrix lost at sea so long ago 
(1937). Thirty-three years later, 
within a month of one another, 
there are two books: Amelia 
Earhart Lives by Joe Klaas 
(McGraw-Hill, $7.95) and Winged 
Legend by John Burke (Putnam, 
$6.95). 

The biggest name, however, in 
this year’s publishing is Ernest 
Hemingway. Scribner has finally 
brought out the last novel we can 
expect to see, /s/lands in the 
Stream ($10), which Hemingway 


| spoke of as his ‘Sea Book”. It is 


solid Hemingway and is, of course, 
about Hemingway the hero. Since 


Across the River and Jnto the | 


Trees and Lillian Ross's murder- 
ous New Yorker profile and all the 
silly ‘‘Papa” publicity, it has be- 
come an act of critical liturgy to 
pronounce the old man‘s decline. 
This book has the last answer: the 
old man can still outwrite any 
clutch of hot new _ novelists 
around. Amelia Earhart lives? 
Hell! Ernest Hemingway lives! 


| —Norman Hoss 


‘romance, 


When a movie is a movie 


Movie-movies are the cinematic 
equivalent of escape literature. 
They can be adventure, mystery, 
musical, comedy or 
whatever. They can have a cast of 
thousands or just a few beautiful 
people. If they are good, they are 
very, very good and if they are bad, 
they are hideously, hysterically 
terrible. What they must do is 
attract hordes of people into 
theaters who know that they are 
going to be taken out of them- 
selves—that they are going to have 
fun. 

From the 1930s through to the 
early ‘50s, movie-movies were in 
flower. An early standout was 
Camille, in which Garbo and 
Taylor were fairy-tale beautiful. 
Another landmark was The Private 
Life of Henry VI//I, in which 
Charles Laughton‘s hapless queens 
flitted unforgettably across the 
screen—Merle Oberon, pale and 
exotic, Elsa Lanchester chattering 
like a nitwit in her hilarious Dutch 
accent, Wendy Barrie looking like 
a golden butterfly. For devotees of 
derring-do, there was Errol Flynn. 
Errol robbing the rich to feed the 
poor, and rescuing Maid Marian in 
Robin Hood; riding to his death in 


They Died With Their Boots On; 
sailing the Main, piracy his aim 
and spitfire beauties his distraction 
in The Sea Hawk, and, no matter 
the plot, eyes flashing and sword 
at the ready. 

If swashbuckling began to pall, 
there were the nimble feet and 
saucy tongues of Astaire and 
| Rogers, with the added bonus of 
their star-studded stable of sup- 
| porting actors—Eric Blore of the 
| mobile, marvelous jaw, Mischa 
| Auer of the exaggerated eyebrows, 
Edward Everett Horton, full of 
foolishness and flutter, and the 
mindlessly merry Alice Brady. It 
was the heyday of the light 
romantic comedy, a genre virtually 
extinct today. We have a few 
masterpieces of black humor but 
where are the frothy comic bubbles 
of yesteryear ? 

Maybe as we drift deeper into a 
depression, filmdom’s sense of the 
ridiculous will be restored, and 
there will be successors to those 
splendidly daffy delights, My Man 
Godfrey, Theodore Goes Wild, 
| Bringing Up Baby and My 

Favorite Wife. 

A special gem from that era of 
whackiness was an import from 
| Britain entitled On Approva/ which 
| made the rounds of the art houses. 
| It starred Beatrice Lillie and Clive 

Brook, Googie Withers and Roland 
Culver and the action took place 
in an English country house. The 

four gifted performers played an 
| onscreen game of verbal badmin- 


| afternoon. 


| Merle 


| ton. At one point in the contest, 

Miss Lillie, displeased with one of 
| her opponents, announced with 
chilling hauteur :‘*He’s not wanted 
on the voyage.” Like pretty girls, 
lines from authentic movie-movies 
have the power to haunt. And that 
line is now a standard reaction to 
| Unwanted presences. 

Suffering with your favorite 
| stars was an equally wonderful 
| way to while away a Saturday 
Watching Frederic 
March walk into the sea in A Star 
!s Born, Garbo facing the on- 
rushing train in Anna Karenina and 
Laurence Olivier on his knees by 
Oberon’s deathbed in 
Wuthering Heights, heartbrokenly 


| crying, “My tears don't love you, 
| Cathy, they curse and damn and 


hate you”, was a marvelous but 
wet experience. Audiences emerg- 
ed from theaters gloriously red- 
eyed and deliciously miserable, 
especially from  movie-movies 
starring Margaret Sullivan. 

Of course the greatest movie- 
movie of them all was Gone With 
The Wind. \t had everything. The 
South before the fall was movie- 


movie country—a land of lazy days | 


| and languid nights. Scarlett was 


the perfect heroine—beautiful, 
tempestuous, wicked, resilient and, 
as portrayed by Vivien Leigh, 
irresistible. Rhett Butler was every 


inch her match and Gable was | 


tailored to the role. There was the 
romance of the passing of a way 
of life, the adventure of the burn- 
ing of Atlanta, the horror of the 


| Civil War and the drama of the 
| Reconstruction. It was a movie 


filled with wondrous moments— 
Melanie crawling out of her sick 
bed, her sword raised ready to help 
Scarlett defend Tara against the 
marauding Yankee; Scarlett re- 
splendent in her green. velvet 
dress made from the drawing- 
room drapes, her calloused hands 
carefully concealed, sailing forth 
to charm Rhett into paying the 
taxes on her beloved home; Rhett 
Butler, the cynic, the realist, the 


non-believer in lost causes, going | 


off to fight for his doomed home- 
land—memorable scenes from a 
movie whose luster has not 
dimmed in 30 years. 

In the late ‘50s and the ‘60s, 
good movie-movies suffered a 
decline. There were notable ex- 
ceptions, From Here To. Eternity, 
On The Waterfront. Tom Jones, 


Darling, and David  Lean’s 
Lawrence of Arabia and Dr. | 
Zhivago. 


Still, splendid baddies flourished. 
Ross Hunter revived Back Street 
and Imitation of Life and proved 
the durability of the soggy sagas 
of valiant women. Roger Corman 
discovered Edgar Allan Poe and 
audiences brought their spoons 
and ate up the gore. Harold 
Robbins’ roman 4 c/ef novels and 
Jacqueline Suzann’s Va/ley of the 
Dolls made merry music at the box 
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Contributing Editor Sandy Lesberg 
figures in Christmas’ book lists 
with Speciality of the House - 


office—all quite terrible but packed 
with laughable lines. And the king 
and queen of current movie- 
movies, Elizabeth and Richard, 
were magnificently awful in 7he 
Sandpiper and ideally suited to 
the updated Grand Hotel, The 
VIPs. 

What the ‘70s will provide is 
uncertain but already two wonders 
have appeared, 7he Adventurers 
and Airport. The Adventurers is a 
classic bad movie-movie. The 
screen adaptation of Harold 
Robbins’ novel, loosely based on 
the life of Porfirio Rubirosa, is a 
potpourri of inanities butitis funny, 
funny, funny. The plotdevelopment 
is so predictable andthedialogueso 
banal that at the press screening of 
the film the audience gave answers 
to questions before the actors had 
a chance. It was side-splitting. 

Airport has Burt Lancaster, 
Dean Martin, Van Heflin, Helen 
Hayes, Jean Seberg, Jacqueline 


Bisset and Maureen Stapleton; in. 


‘other words, a star for every 
generation. There is the big 
disaster in the sky—a movie- 
movie staple—and a myriad of sub- 
plots (a love triangle, a stowaway, 
a foresaken wife). What A/rport 
proves is how talent triumphs over 
material—Helen Hayes, as a little 
old stowaway who outwits the 
officials of a major airline at every 
turn, takes the film under her arm 
and walks away with it. Movie- 
movies depend on geniuses like 
Miss Hayes—she is the stuff that 
they are made on. Kirby Murphy 


Import report 


lf anyone still doubts that young 
people can be as trite and banal 
and pretentious as their elders 
they should hasten to Sheridan 


Square Playhouse to see The | 
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Golden Bat. It’s a rock musical 
performed by a group of young 
Japanese singers, actors, dancers 


_and their earth-shattering message 


is that they are the young genera- 
tion who are very uptight about 
the injustices in the world and 
how ‘bout we all get together and 
love one another? Well, yes, but 
we have seen rock musicals 
before and Go/den Bat’s sole 
innovation is the dipsy doodle 


translation from pure Japanese 


into impure American Rock— 
most of it a very forced fit indeed. 

The band play in the true spirit 
of live disco, which is to out- 
decibel anything ever heard be- 
fore by man: for a theater some- 
one should declare a truce be- 
tween musicians and players. The 
players, who started originally 
here at the La Mama Experimental 
Theater, are for the most part 
handsome and talented. It’s the 
ideas which are so poverty- 
stricken. The Golden Bat shows 
such a striking lack of original 
thought and such an unmistakable 
aura of carbon copy that the effort 
and the long trip from Tokyo seem 
positively prodigal. 

Not that the audience was un- 
moved but the suspicion arose 
that the enthusiasts were divided 
down the middle. Half were 
already devotees of the cult of 
togetherness and would hail even 
the feeblest effort as confirmation 
of their own good nature, while 
the other half had wandered in on 


the strength of being able to sée 


something, anything foreign, and 
why not a rock musical? The 


company managed involvement, | 


certainly, but converted only the 
willing and the innocent. It wasn't 
bad, only terribly familiar. But it is 
the only musical in town that can 
boast of having a rock drummer 
who plays the show topless. Yes, 
it’s a guy, but what the hell. 


There is also toplessness, both 
male and female, in the wonder- 
fully arresting dance troupe Les 
Ballets Africains. In the second 
act “Initiation” there are 44 
dancers dressed in splendiferous 
costumes, using wild and weirdly 
imaginative masks and cloaks. 
There are stilt walkers and crawling 
beasties and all manner of appa- 
ritions. Yet this troupe is no less 
impressive when working without 
such props: in fact, when they 
work alone they are electrifying. 
If their techniques lean toward the 
acrobatic then none is more 
successful with acrobatics, but 
also no dance group in the world 
is moré effective in grasping the 
spirit of their origins and trans- 
forming it, somewhat mollified 
perhaps, on stage. The Soviet 
Moysiev group comes to mind, 
but these Guineans seem more 
remote, more challenging for a 
Western audience than the folklore 
of Russia. : 

There is humor, horror, spec- 


tacle. But above all, there is an 
excitement about the dance that 
is contagious and hopefully in- 
structive for dancers around the 
world. 

Les Ballets Africains prove that 


‘legend need not be lofty, folk 


does not necessarily mean fake, 
and enthusiasm can be success- 
fully blended with technique. 
—Sandy Lesberg. 


Ding-dong merrily 


Christmas is a happy season, in 
which we tend to treat one another 
better and exercise restraint un- 
known the rest of the year. 
Christmas music reflects the mood 
and the surprising thing is that 
pop—which shares the “love thy 
neighbor’ outlook—has so far 
made scant contribution to the 
songs of the season. Instead, this 
year we shall hear again the 
traditional carols, from God Rest 
Ye Merry, Gentlemen (late 18th 
century) to the ancient part-song 
The Twelve Days of Christmas, 


_ and on a grander scale Handel’s 


Messiah (first performed in Dublin 
in 1742), along with the latter-day 
songs of so-called “commercial’’ 
music. 

White Christmas, which now 
seems integral to the season, dates 
only from Bing Crosby's 1942 
Paramount movie, Holiday /nn. 
An extremely melodic expression 
of yearning, it took hold during 
World War II. An immediate post- 
war hit was The Christmas Song, 
a 1946 collaboration by Mel 
Tormé and Bob Wells, popularized 
by Tormé himself and Nat King 
Cole. A sentimental evocation of 
the entire traditional Christmas 
scene, the song appeals equally to 
adults and children, thanks to a 
blend of sophistication and naivete. 
Contemporary songs like these 
have quickly; become staples in 
any Christmas collection, which 
can also be counted on to include 
Winter Wonderland, and Have 
Yourself a Merry Little Christmas 
(from the Judy Garland flick Meet 
Me in St Louis), or Livingston and 
Evans’ Silver Bells. Then there's 
the recently popular contender, 
Chip Taylor's Such a Lonely Time 
of Year, ‘ 

Inevitably many of the Christmas 
evergreens have been written for 
children—Christmas being, after 
all, a children’s season. One of the 
biggest successes, Santa Claus is 
Comin’ to. Town, was at first 
rejected by numerous publishers 
and artistes. They told the com- 
posers, Haven Gillespie and J. Fred 
Coots, who came up with it in 
1932, that kiddie songs were not 
commercial. Then Eddie Cantor 


took things in hand. At the sug- 
gestion of his wife Ida he intro- 
duced the song on his network 
radio show, and it became an 
instant hit. 

Other Christmas songs for young- 
sters which collect royalties regu- 
larly every winter include the 
Spike Jones novelty A// / Want for 
Christmas, the immortal Rudolph 
the Red-nosed Reindeer, a Johnny 
Marks song made famous by 
cowboy Gene Autry, and / saw 
Mommy Kissing Santa Claus, the 
1952 hit by young Jimmy Boyd. 

Though none of these contem- 
porary numbers has a religious 
theme, they all share the mood of 
hope and geniality that charac- 
terizes the enduring carols of the 
past, like Silent Night, and Deck 
the Halls, Jt came Upon a Midnight 
Clear, and Oh Come All Ye 
Faithful—Burt Korall 


Gift Picks 


Keep The Customer Satisfied/ 
Buddy Rich Big Band (Liberty 
LST-11006) 

Silk Purse/Linda Ronstadt (Capitol 
ST 407) 
Peacemeal/Lee Konitz 
(Milestone MSP 9025) 
On Tour/Delaney & Bonnie & 
Friends With Eric Clapton (Atco 
SD 33 326) 


Quintet 


Company/Original Cast Album 
(Columbia OS 3550) 
Workingman's Dead/Grateful 


Dead (Warner Bros 1869) 


On Stage February 1970/Elvis 


Presley (RCA Victor LSP 4362) 


/f You Go Away/Jacques Brel /s | 


Alive and Singing in Paris/Jacques 
Brel (Philips PCC 634 Connoisseur 
Collection) i 
Throb/Gaty Burton 
$D 1531) 

/ Looked Up/The Incredible String 
Band (Elektra EKS 74061) 

Phil Woods and his European 


(Atlantic 


Rhythm Machine at the Montreux 


Festival/Phil Woods (MGM. SE 
4695) 

The Damned/Original Motion Pic- 
ture Sound Track (Warner Bros 
1829) 

Song Painter/Mac Davis (Colum- 
bia CS 9969) 

Ladies of the Canyon/Joni Mitchell 
(Reprise RS 6376) 

The Ultimate Elvin Jones/Elvin 
Jones (Blue Note BST 84305) — 
Josh White/Josh White (Elektra 
EKS 750008) 

Home Style/Brook Benton (Cotil- 
lion SD 9028) 

Blood, Sweat & Tears 3/Blood, 
Sweat & Tears (Columbia KC 


30090), 
Kristofferson/ Kris Kristofferson 
(Monument SLP 18139) 


| Am The. Blues/Willie Dixon 
(Columbia CS 9987) 

The Coltrane Legacy/John Colt- 
rane (Atlantic SD 1553) 

The Original Voice Tracks From 
Her Greatest Movies/Mae West 


(Decca DL-79176) Oty 


Kent got it 
all together: 


New Kent Menthol 100’s 


A new kind of menthol refreshment. 
It comes free and easy through Kent’s 
exclusive Micronite filter. Brisk, breezy 
flavor...famous filter... good rich taste. 
Same great taste you get in Kent King- 
size and 100’s. They're all together now. 
In new Kent Menthol 100’s. 


- Allthe refreshment of menthol. 
All the good things of a Kent. 


© Lorillard 1970 
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“There's more money in drugs. It's getting 
bigger al) the time. There’s:no way to stop it so 
we have to control the business and keep it 
respectable ...\In my city | would try to keep 
the traffic in the dark people, the colored. They 
are the best customers, the least troublesome, 
and they are animals anyway. They have no 
respect for their wives or their families or for 
themselves. Let them lose their souls in drugs.” 
—The Godfather by Mario Puzo. 


awmen don't agree, but across the 
fr: nation estimates of the number of 

heroin addicts run from three and a 
half to eight million. The number has 
doubled twice in the past decade and it 
now looks as ff it will double again by 
1972. Youth is the most vulnerable and 
the most rapidly destroyed, the same 
youth on which we base our hopes and 
our very survival in the future. Back in 
1960 90% of addicts were black, and 
only 10% white. Now the white propor- 
tion has risen to 25%, mostly teenagers, 
often rich ones looking for a thrill. 

From the ghettos the monkey is 
reaching into some of America’s ‘best’ 
white homes, but the problem remains 
inextricably bound to the racial problem. 
Ninety per cent of addicts in 1960 were 
black, and today at least 2,500,000 
black Americans are hooked on heroin. 
Addiction on this scale undermines all 
efforts to solve other racial difficulties. 
In addition, the solutions endorsed by 
the keepers of the status quo threaten to 
aggravate the situation, though such 
efforts do at least indicate that at last 
everybody is beginning to realize what 
blacks have known so painfully for so 
long: heroin is a killer drug behind most 
of the crime and violence in the ghettos 
(and enough outside the ghettos now to 
give whites a share of the fear). 

The public is becoming conscious of 
the problem, but nearly all attention is 
directed towards treatment for heroin 
addiction. Treatment is, of course, es- 
sential for those already hooked, but it 
can never wipe out the heroin traffic. 
Besides, the evidence shows that none 
of the treatments effect a net reduction 
in the number of addicts. Indeed, 
through social effects not contemplated 
within the medical scheme, treatment 


may even contribute to an increase in 
addiction. Also, because of the way it Is 
administered, treatment can produce an 
explosive racial situation—and that, | 
contend, is just what is happening. 

Let’s look at what an addict can 
expect in the treatment programs now 
operating. 

“Cold Turkey” is the oldest and least 
effective treatment. The addict is com- 
pletely cut off from heroin from the 
moment he enters the hospital. The 
Federal Government has clung  stub- 
bornly to this approach in its giant 


hospital at Lexington, Kentucky. With 


this treatment, the “cure” rate is only 
about one out of 25 or 30—mainly 
because treatment is voluntary and re- 
quires inordinate physical, emotional, 
and psychological stamina in the addict. 
Of those pronounced cured or rehabili- 
tated, more than half return to heroin 
within six to nine months. 

The Synanon treatment uses group 
therapy to ease the addict's psychologi- 
cal dependence on heroin, and “gradu- 
ates’ fare a little better. However, the 
treatment and its imitators are time- 
consuming, costly, and effective for only 
a small percentage of addicts. 

Scientific efforts to find a quick, 
cheap, lasting clinical cure for heroin 
addiction have not to date been success- 
ful. But at least they have yielded the 
best available method, which consists of 
controlled doses of methadone hydro- 
chloride. This is a synthetic morphine 
derivative that blocks interest in heroin. 
More than 100 treatment centers have 
initiated treatments using methadone, 
and this is the treatment that is getting 
the money and attention now. It is also 
distracting public attention from. the 
possibilities of a solution to the drug 
problem. Worse, this hopeful treatment 
threatens the black community with 
bigger and more complex problems, and 
endangers all of society with a racial 
explosion. To see why, It is necessary to 
understand what methadone does. 

Like heroin, methadone is an addic- 
tive drug. It hooks even harder, according 
to Dr. Robert Dupont, director of 
Washington, D.C.’s methadone treat- 


ment program. There. never has been a 
successful withdrawal from methadone’ 
after substituting it for heroin. If, for any 
reason, the methadone addict is unable 
to stay on methadone, he is likely to 
return to heroin in a bigger way than 
before. 

Because methadone is rightly con- 
sidered to be a dangerous drug by the 
Food & Drug Administration, it must be 
prescribed and dispensed under the 
supervision of a physician. Medically, it 
is still an unknown drug in Its side effects 
and influence on the physiological 
make-up and metabolic balance of the 
patient. So in view of these obvious 
hazards, why has it gained such ac- 
ceptance among physicians, politicians, 
and laymen alike ? Because (1) the cost 
of a methadone habit is less than a 
dollar a day as opposed to $50- $60 for 
heroin, and (2) the methadone addict is 
supposedly able, within limits, to func- 
tion as a normal person. 

The first point seems irresistible. Only 
crime can support $50 to $60 a day. So, 
the<argument runs, eliminate the need 
for that kind of money and you elimin- 
ate the addict's need to commit crimes. 
However, when a heroin addict switches 
to methadone, the heroin pusher and 
the distribution organization have lost a 
customer—a customer who needs and 
buys heroin seven days a week. These 
boys aren’t going to take a cut in 
business. The last customer is going to 
be replaced. But with whom? Drug 
peddlers have made their market analy- 
sis, and know where sales resistance is 
low. So for several years they have been 
selling to younger and younger cus- 
tomers. Juvenile crime rates have liter- 
ally gone out of sight in the metropolitan 
areas. Little work has been done to show 
the connection between juvenile crime 
and drugs, but if the police contention 
that the doubling of adult crime in the 
past four to five years is more than 75 
per cent due to crimes committed by 
addicts, then the same reasoning must 
apply to juvenile crime (which is re- 
ported separately). Because there is an 
almost total lack of narcotics treatment 
facilities for youths under 18, the 
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juvenile addicts are likely to rampage on. 
It takes little imagination to see a 20th 
century American Fagin who pays off 
Oliver Twist and hundreds of his young 
comrades in heroin. 

The second proposition, that a metha- 
done addict can function normally, also 
rests on shaky assumptions. Because 
methadone blocks the physiological 
craving for heroin the assumption is that 
there is also a decline in the addict's 
psychological dependence on _ heroin. 
Evidence tg support this assumption is 
indirect; heroin addicts who have 
shifted to methadone have been able 
to meet the social worker's criterion of 
success, to take a job. However, little 
research has been done into whether 
the addict can function in a job com- 
mensurate with his pre-heroin capacity. 
Can he endure emotional stress or meet 
mental challenges ? Can he keep a job ? 
The evidence is at best inconclusive. 
Another assumption is that the metha- 
done addict really wants to get the 
monkey off his back. This is a huge 
assumption. Does the addict want to 
confront clearly the very conditions 
which may have driven him to heroin ? 
In essence, methadone may enable the 
heroin addict to view his habit like Mark 
Twain viewed his smoking habit: “| 
can quit smoking—I have hundreds of 
times !”" 

These hazards notwithstanding, the 
fact is that the majority of heroin addicts 
treated under the Dole-Nyswander 
methadone procedures have stopped. 
Dr. Vincent Dole and Dr. Marie 
Nyswander of Rockefeller University did 
the pioneer research in methadone’s 
application to heroin addiction in the 
early 1960s. They found that if metha- 
done were administered orally to the 
addicts, it had the effect of blocking the 
heroin high. Their research also indicated 
that methadone, unlike heroin, would 
not cause debilitation, euphoria, or 
impotence if given in proper doses 
orally, and because of its relative 
stability, addicts could get by ona single 
dose once a day, instead of feeling the 
need for a fix every four to six hours. 


METHADONE AND RACISM 


However, the methadone program has 
inescapable racial Consequences, as 
does anything done to or for black 
people by the white establishment, 
whether intended or not. For a start there 
is the method of administration. It is 
necessary to prevent the addict from 
injecting methadone into his veins 
because the results then are generally 

‘the same as from the use of heroin, and 
may even cause the addict to become 
dependent on both heroin and metha- 
done. So the dispensing follows 
the World War Il pattern for 
atabrine in the South Pacific. When you 
passed through the chow line a medic 
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popped a pill in your open mouth under 
the scrutiny of a noncom or officer. This 
wartime technique for malaria control 
insured that everyone took his atabrine 
—by the numbers. To use essentially the 
same method in the black ghetto, 
treating the black heroin addict like a 
soldier who does what he is told 
because It’s best for him, ignores the 
political reality of black protest which 
demands black control over black 
people’s affairs. 

The possibility of manipulation of 
addicts for political purposes also 
exists. He who controls the dispensa- 
tion of methadone has the means to 
control the patient. There is no legal way 
the addict can squirrel his methadone 
cocktail or sugar cube away in order to 
take it later, since regulations require it 
be taken under official medical super- 
vision. Thus the physical control of 
methadone could be used by program 
administrators to force black patients to 
conform to white establishment stand- 
ards of behavior. 

At present such a danger is scarcely 
perceived or.-understood by those who 
administer methadone treatment. How- 
ever, the politicians who control the 
funds do understand and can be counted 
on to use the power for political purposes. 
We don’t even have to look to the 
future for oppression in the program. 
Take a look at the Federal Government's 
new regulations about methadone. Ad- 
ministrators of programs are required to 
maintain detailed case histories on 
addicts which literally force the addict 
to incriminate himself by confessing 
when, where, in what circumstances 
and how long he had been on heroin. 
Certainly such information has scien- 
tific value. However, beyond the fact 
that the addict may be turned away if he 
fails to provide the required background 
information, the regulations also compel 
him to submit to “follow-up” 
surveillance and reporting on conditions 
not unlike those imposed on a parolee. 
These procedures are loaded with racial 
dynamite because black Americans 
cannot be assumed to accept the belief 
that the white establishment will prac- 
tice ‘‘benign neglect’ when it gains the 
means to control the subsequent be- 
havior of black ex-heroin addicts. 

All in all, the temptation to use 
methadone treatment programs as more 
than the means to aid afflicted persons 
is too real to be ignored. Even when one 
grants the good intentions of those 
currently holding the methadone power, 
there is no justification for methods that 
infringe on the human—let alone civil— 
rights of any element of our population. 
And how long will we be able to grant 
good intentions when power is at stake ? 
As a recent case in point, the actions of 
Clark Mohlenhoff, the ex-White House 
aide who was able to get so-called 
“confidential” Internal Revenue Service 


information on persons of interest to the 
White House, produced loud outcries 
from Congress. Would there be a similar 
Congressional outcry if heroin addicts’ 
records were made available to those 
concerned with the social effects of 
heroin addiction, such as the police and 
welfare organizations? It is unlikely. 
Regardless of intentions and motives, 
there is no justification for violating the 
Constitutional rights of anyone, even 
junkies. In the case of the black com- 
munity, it is like pouring gasoline on a 
smouldering fire. 


COMMUNITY CONTROL 


Unfortunately, the potential for abues 
would not be materially lessened if the 
methadone programs were run by black 
organizations such as the Black United 
Front, the Black Panthers or the Black 
Muslims. Each of the existing black 
organizations perceives its role as help- 
ing black people according to a revolu- 
tionary goal. Consequently, whether 
intentionally or not, each is likely to use 
control over methadone to promote the 
organization’s purposes. The temptation 
for a black organization to use its power 
to promote a ‘greater’ cause at the ex- 
pense of individuals is too great. 

All the same, as the methadone 
program is the best interim hope for 
heroin addicts, it must be made to work 
without producing its own social disas- 
ter. Here is an outline for a program for 
any group genuinely concerned with 
aiding addicts and not merely out to 
operate programs for programs’ sakes: 

First, there must be total community 
control over methadone treatment pro- 
grams. Never mind the arguments 
concerning the greater efficiency of 
programs run by experts; methadone 
treatment must be run by the people and 
for the people. This is not to say that a 
community-controlled program should 
not make use of experts, but rather that 
the experts should work directly for and 
under the direction of the citizenry. In 
operation, such a method initially re- 
quires a community “outreach” effort, 
best operated by heroin addicts them- 
selves rather than through the current 
method of court “referrals”. This would 
make methadone available to heroin 
addicts who perhaps have not pro- 
gressed beyond the point where metha- 
done treatment and/or heroin with- 
drawal or therapy is no longer feasible. 

Following such recruitment of heroin 
addicts the community group must 
discharge two additional responsibilities 
which today are finessed by almost all 
methadone treatment programs. They 
are: (1) to make a concerted effort to 
help the heroin addict to kick his habit 
before beginning methadone treatment, 
and (2) to make it clear to the heroin 
addict that the substitution of methadone 
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THE GREAT 
AMERICAN 
POLARIZATION 
INDUSTRY 


A RIGHT-ON-THE-BUTTON REPORT ON WHERE 
PRINCIPLES CAN GET YOU —IF YOU'RE SMART 
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BY NORMAN SCHREIBER 


tep right up, folks. You say some- 
String is getting you sore? Some- 
thing is making you see red (or 
white or blue) ? You say the left winging 
jew nigger commie liberal hippies are 
out to get you? You say the right 
winging fascist honkie wall street police 
construction worker pigs mean to break 
your ass? You say you've got to do 
more than scream or get red in the face 
(or white or blue) ? Don’t worry friends, 
we've got something for each of you. 
We've got items for you to wear, to 
decorate your bodies with, to read, to 
improve your homes and your cars and 
your places of business. We've got 
products for you to buy. Who are we? 
Why, we are your humble polarization 
industry. We're your gas stations and 
your clothing merchants. We're your 
newspapers and your pantyhose manu- 
facturers. We're your publishers and 
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your jewelers and your friendly button- 
vendors. If you've got a gripe or a 
grievance or an ax to grind we've got a 
product or a service. Tell us whom you 
hate. Tell us whom you fear. We'll tell 
you what to buy. We're the American 
polarization industry, the biggest growth 
industry in the ‘70s. (Conservative 
estimates of the polarization industry 
give it a healthy $200 million share of 
the Gross National Product.) 

“There's a certain competition among 
publishers for who has the best radical 
going,” says Carl Brandt, a literary 
agent. He ought to know since he 
represents Jerry Rubin whose book, 
Do /t!, did it. That is, it sold over 175,000 
copies to date. But Rubin has not revo- 
lutionized the publishing industry. For 
example, his buddy Abbie Hoffman 
already has two books out, Woodstock 
Nation and Revolution for the Hell of It, 
which together have sold well over 
200,000. Not only that, film rights to 
Revolution . . . have been bought by 
MGM. 

The Strawberry Statement, by James 
Simon Kunen is an account of the take- 
over of Columbia, written by one of the 
student occupiers. This one has already 
been made into a film. But (hey, Abbie, 
are you listening ?) Kunen has a part in 
the film. Of course, Abbie, James and 
Jerry have quite a distance to go before 
they catch up with Eldridge Cleaver. His 
Soul on Ice has sold more than 1.2 
million copies. 

The captains of the polarization 
industry realize that they have certain 
obligations to the reading public, to the 
book clubs and even to MGM. That is 
to say, there is a market for conservative- 
leaning books also. When William F. 
Buckley, jr. isn't exchanging querulous 
remarks with Gore Vidal or editing the 
National Review, he is probably writing, 
because he seems to have come up 
with a new book every year since 
God And Man at Yale. \f Buckley is not 
enough, it’s good to know about 
Arlington House, which calls itself “The 
Publishers for the Silent Majority”. One 
of their more recent titles is Christian 
Counter Attack, by Sir Arnold Lunn and 
Garth Lean. The two authors (one 
Catholic and one Protestant) have 
written a primer of conservative ecu- 
menicism. Sir Arnold and Mr. Lean, 
united in rage, raise such points as: 

“*God is dead’ or so they say in effete 
snob circles...” 

“The quest for the New Holy Grail: 
homosexuality, nihilism and drugs...” 

“The permissive storm-troopers .. .” 

“Wilhelm Reich's The Function Of 
The Orgasm: Basic Book of the New 
Lefts 

“Does the Constitution really forbid 
all censorship ?” 

“Why Christians must mount a 
counter-attack if civilization is to sur- 
vive”. 


34. PENTHOUSE 


According to the ad in Human Events, 
a weekly newspaper, “Arnold Lunn and 
Garth Lean remind us that... we don’t 
have to settle for a country whose 
standards are set by Earl Warren and 
Hugh Hefner... by Timothy Leary and 
the ACLU”. 

Incidentally, Arlington House has an 
affillated company, The Conservative 
Book Club—‘The only book club ex- 
pressly for political conservatives’. It 
works in standard book-club fashion. 
The member is obligated to accept a 
minimum of three books in a 15-month 
period. In return he receives a free sub- 
scription to the monthly club bulletin 
and can purchase club books at a 20 - 
75%, discount. The book club offers its 
members 60 books to choose from in 
this 15-month period. 

Arlington House is certainly not the 
only publisher to do business by mail. 
Way out in Eureka, California, there’s a 
modest little company called Atlan 
Formularies. \t publishes a modest little 
book entitled The Militant’s Formulary. 
According to the ad in Statecraft: 
“When the police call it quits you will 
need The Militant’s Formulary. \f you 
can read this you can make bombs, 
Mace, incendiaries, impact ignition fire 
bombs, etc. Simple. Illustrated. Sources 
of supply. $2.00. Statecraft, by the 
way, calls itself a journal of political 
education. It is published “in Alexandria, 
Virginia (home of George Washington 
and Robert E. Lee) ten minutes from 
savage, conirolled, liberal-occupied 
Washington, D.C.” 

Polarization is a very practical industry. 
It provides all kinds of goodies with 
which to decorate one’s house. If you're 
going to be interviewed by the New 
York Times because you're an up-and- 
coming student radical you'll need at 
least one poster of Che Guevara. Next 
to that, on the left perhaps, you can 
hang your “Right on” poster. It’s an 
adorable picture of a clenched fist and 
it comes in washable, durable plastic. 
It’s one of many revolutionary posters 
available at Bookmasters’ store on 
Eighth Street, Manhattan. 

Not that everyone is so militant. 
There are the “War is not healthy for 
children and other living things” posters 
and the “What if they gave a war and 
nobody came?” posters. There are 
posters that say “Peace”, and posters 
that feature the peace symbol (these 
too are available in durable, washable 
plastic). In fact, the peace sign seems 
to be everywhere. Bon Bazar, a New 
York fabric shop, features peace-symbol 
printed burlap. The store suggests the 
burlap can be used for ‘draperies or for 
demonstrations”. It's 52” wide, costs 
$2.00 a yard, and is made especially for 
Bon Bazar, according to director Dan 
Bolitano. When asked what prompted 
him to feature the item, he said: “| 
thought it would sell. A couple of years 


ago there were dresses with peace 
symbols on them. The stores didn’t even 
know what the symbols stood for but 
their customers did. | have a very liberal 
clientele here.’” When asked if he shared 
his customers’ beliefs, Mr. Bolitano 
replied: “Yes, I’m not an extremist but 
I'm very liberal. This is my little contri- 
bution. It's a nice complement to the 
line; but it’s certainly not going to sell 
a million dollars.” 

Yes, the peace symbol pops all over. 
On socks, for instance. An Interwoven 
ad in Go, a now-defunct youth-oriented 
magazine, declares, ‘Take a -Peaceful 
Stance’. It shows a dungaree-jacketed 
young man kneeling. In case anyone 
doubts he’s a teenager, he’s resting an 
electric guitar on his right knee. His 
right shoe is off so that everybody can 
see his sock and the fact that ‘the 
symbol is boldly knit into each side of 
the socks in white on ground colors 
such as brass, avocado, black, blue, 
gold or ruby’’. The peace socks are knit 
of orlon, olefin and nylon and cost 
$2.00 a pair. 

He will not have to walk alone because 
Today's Girl Pantyhose offers (you 
guessed it) pantyhose with peace 
symbols going from the tippy-tippy-toe 
all the way up. A young woman properly 
attired in peace pantyhose gives de- 
lightful emphasis to the slogan “Make 
Love not War’. In addition, there are 
peace symbol rings and pendants and 
ties and earrings and wrapping papers. 
There are peace symbol bumper stick- 
ers and decals and flags and handker- 
chiefs. 

What can conservatives buy to re- 
taliate ? They can’t buy far-out clothing 
because that: by definition belongs to 
the young. There is no such thing as a 
war sign. Bookmasters, to the best of 
my knowledge, are not selling any 
posters of Richard M. Nixon. There are 
Spiro Agnew wristwatches and sweat- 
shirts but they are not worn in the 
proper spirit. There is one symbol that 
conservatives have been given by de- 
fault ; but they have accepted it proudly. 
That, of course, is the American flag. 

There are little American flags that 
can be flown from trucks and taxis and 
fire engines and sanitation trucks and 
private automobiles. One such flag is 
offered by Patriot House in Mahwah, 
New Jersey. It’s attached easily to auto 
antennas. “Your Auto Flag,’ the ad 
proclaims. “Fly it proudly. Your Ameri- 
can auto flag speaks softly but carries 
a big message. It lets everybody know 
you are proud to be an American.” A 
cartoon figure of a car in the ad says: 
“Fly it proudly and somehow be a little 
less silent.” 

There are flag decals, many of which 
have been distributed at no charge by 
Readers Digest and also by Gulf service 
stations. In fact the use of flags as 
promotional items is widespread. An ad 
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You wear shaped suits. You wear wide 
ties. You wear patterned shirts. But you 
also wear black socks. 

That means you’re at The Last 
Frontier. And we think it’s about time 
you did something about it. Like buying 
socks in colors and patterns. 

So we’re making socks in colors and 
patterns. All kinds of them. In bright 
shades and subtle shades. 

In anklet, mid-calf, and over-the-calf. 
So you have no excuses any more. 
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“Well, Miss Cummins, do we exchange the usual gifts this year?” 


WHAT'S Goon ABOUT SHAVING WITH A RAZOR BLADE “ 
YOU'LL FIND IN OUR ELECTRIC SHAVER. 
WHAT’S BAD YOU WON'T. 


To give you a comfortable shave, 
and a close one, the blades—in a 
regular razor or in an electric shaver — 
have to be sharp. 
But the sharper the blade 
» the sooner it wears out. 
So generally electric shavers 
F aren't made very sharp to begin 


But now, because Remington 
makes replacement blades (suggested 
price $1.95) for its shavers, they can 
make the blades much sharper. 
And you get as close a shave as 
you do with a regular razor blade. 
While still avoiding what's 
bad about shaving that way. 
Namely, cuts.: 


when you re getting a lousy shave 
you can always throw the dull 
blade away, 

And replace it with a sharp one. 

What's incredible about electric 
shavers is that, until now, you could 
never do this. 

Now you can. 

Thanks to The Remington® 
Lektro Blade™ shaver. The first. 
electric shaver with dispos- 
able blades. i 

It's the result of sim- 
ple logic combined witha 
bit of complex technology ~ 
with your face as the 
beneficiary, 


The Remingtor’Lektro 
All the pleasures of a close shave 
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SPANIS 
INCIGENT 


He drove in the sunshine with Rusty 
sitting naked beside him. Peasants 
shouted after them. ‘You'll get the cops 


after us’’, he said, ‘‘or perhaps you like 
Spanish cops.” 


FICTION BY NATHANIEL HOLOFERNES 


le road from Casata to Santa Deya crawls along the Sierra 
Madre like a belt slung low on a woman’s hip. And it’s just 
high enough for the olives not to grow there, so the country is 
always bare. 

It was the heat that Grant couldn't stand, the way the blast 
of hot air from the south seemed to hit you like a wall on 
every bend, and the bare rock yawning away below, baking 
and smouldering with the heat. As they drove along there was 
no sound but the low hum of the heat and the sometime 
splat of an insect against the windscreen. He turned to look at 
Rusty. She was leaning back with her mouth open trying to 
suck in air, cool air that wasn’t around. Even that long tawny 
hair that usually swung golden and loose was thick with 
sweat and dirt. And Grant didn't have to look at her to know 
that she'd start complaining about the heat once more. 

As if he could do anything about it. He hadn‘t wanted to 
drive south in the first place. But Rusty didn’t like flying and 
“Darling, the country’s so beautiful from the car etc.” Some- 
times he wondered why he ever let Rusty tag along with him. 

“Christ it’s hot,”” she hissed. 

“Didn't I tell you ?” 

“Yeah, well you should have told me more,” she said. 

“Oh you beautiful doll.” 

The heat got worse as the road climbed into the hills. 
Grant felt he was driving through a landscape that didn’t exist 
on earth. It was just naked pure rock high up against the sky 
where the sun came clanging off every surface and tortured 
the eyes. The car was giving off a high whine like a beaten 
animal by the time they hit the crest of the hill. Then below 
they could see their road winding away to that pale blue 
shimmer that must be the sea. 

The car stopped and Rusty slumped back on the seat, then 
she leaned forward to look at the horizon. He noticed with 
distaste that the leather on the back of her seat was black and 
smudged with sweat. It was then that Rusty started un- 
zipping the back of her dress. She wriggled once, opened the 
door on her side and stepped out naked. Right, so she was a 
beautiful sight, but Grant had been immune to that kind of 
show for a long time—even that loose cool walk that showed 
how much she loved herself. 

“For God's sake, Rusty,” he said, lighting a cigarette. Her 
only reply was a sharp sensual switch of her hips as she 
walked farther away from the car. 

“You'll burn,”” he shouted. She just stuck her tongue out at 
him. With Rusty that didn’t mean she was Joking either. 

“Yeah and I’m burning already,”’ she said as she got back in 
the car, “‘let’s go.” 

So he drove down from the hills with her sitting naked 


beside him. And he was damned if he was going to show that 
he cared, even when peasants were shouting at them as they 
went roaring by. 

“You'll get the cops after us,” he called, ‘or perhaps you 
like Spanish cops.” Rusty just smiled. 

The police did catch up with them about five miles along 
the coast road. Two big fast bikes came out of the dust behind 
them and cut across their front. The car jumped for a few 
crazy seconds and then he got the windshield smack in his 
face, real hard, then he heard the brake and then just silence 
and there were two guys in uniform walking towards the car. 
Perhaps it was four, Grant just couldn't tell. But he could see 
they were fat, mean, and dying to get their hands on Rusty 
when they'd gotrid of him. 

He got out of the car and turned back to Rusty: 

“Get your dress on quick,” he said and turned to talk to 
them. But before he could try out his schoolboy Spanish (all 
he could think of was the word for “whore” for some reason) 
fat-gut let him have it with his pistol, a fast one on the back of 
the neck—real military stuff—and he went down with his 
mouth in the dust. Just to reassure him that the Generalissimo 
slept tight at nights, he got a boot in the side as well. Good old 
Rusty. She loved her party tricks. 

He got up and moved in fast on fat-gut with the pistol. He 
went under the first swing and felt the gristle on fatboy’s nose 
crumple as he caught him first time. Then he heard Rusty 
screaming and turned to look. That wasn't a good idea 
because the other lover boy came in with his pistol—and the 
sun went spinning and spinning as Grant went down. 

When he came round, the stars seemed to be straining to 
blink through masses of night clouds. The clouds were 
cruising peacefully through a deep purple sky and there was 
a cool evening breeze moving through thick flowers some- 
where. It was just too good to waste so Grant just lay there a 
little longer and enjoyed it. 

When he did get up, the car was still there, his teeth were 
still there and so was Rusty. She was lying in the back of the 
car, still half-naked beneath a blanket. Her golden hair was 
spread out as if she had arranged it and a pale ghost of 
breath still rose from that full mouth. Damn her, she was 
beautiful, even though his head was full of jangling stones 
and one eye peeped through aslit like a razor slash. 

She didn’t wake up so Grant just drove on down the road. 

They stopped for breakfast on the coast. The coffee tasted 
lousy and his eye was half over his face, but she was 
grinning at him. 

“Why do you look so happy,” he said. 

“Nothing. You look just great. Who won 2” 
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Squinting against the sun he saw 
that Rusty was smiling at the pretty 
boy. ‘Beat it’, he said, and took a 
swing at him. Then a blade was 
whickering, white and clean in the 
sunlight 


“Who won with you's more to the point, baby,”’ he said, not 
liking that prize-for-morning-charm look on her face. 

“Ah what the hell.” 

“What did they do ?” 

“Patted my bottom, whatelse ?” 

“So they did?” he asked finally, feeling the seconds 
ticking away and keeping time with his nausea rising. 

“Right,” she said. And she was pleased. 

He felt sick, so he went away and was sick. When he came 
back she was making up her eyes very carefully in the wing- 
mirrors of his car. He loved Rusty. She was a charmer. 

Grant knew that Rusty liked him. But she liked other men 
too, and it didn’t matter if there was no fast car and no fistful 
of currency to pay her bills. Rusty liked men—period. He 
could go along with that idea—but not the thought of her 
enjoying it with those two fat creeps. 

They spent the rest of that day looking for a place to stay, 
and by late afternoon they found a village by the sea. Rusty 
hadn't bitched once all day and she was excited when they 
found the place. It was a coast town left behind by the Moors, 
with that pink glow on the walls contrasting with the piercing 
blue of the sky. 

They sat down for a drink before finding a room some- 
where. The bar was in the village square, and as usual 
everybody came to have a good look at them. It was the kind 
of attention Rusty liked and made Grant hate foreigners. But 
it didn't matter to Rusty~at all, and she especially liked the 
looks she was getting from a beautiful kid in the corner. 

He must have been about 18—the kid. He just sat there 
looking very loose and very still. The only movement came 
from his large empty eyes, deep brown under long silky lashes. 
His features were perfect, from his classical straight nose to 
that handsome pout of a mouth. Struck Grant as the kind of 
guy who'd know he was beautiful if he brought himself up 
alone on the moon. And that pale blue ragged shirt open to 
the waist reminded Grant of the thousand beautiful boys 
along the Mediterranean. Except this guy was for real. 

He saw Rusty squirming about in her chair trying to get a 
better look at him. She wasn’t being very cool about it, 
because Beautiful Boy just slid from his chair like a bored 
snake and strolled out through the door. And he loved 
himself so much he didn’t even bother to turn around. But 
he'd given Rusty some kind of sign, god knows what. 

Grant just couldn’t give a damn any more. He just lay 
there in bed that night and listened to the rain at midnight 
opening the flowers outside the window. It was a cool night 
and he could hear Rusty half breathing by his side. 

It was the hissing of the rain that woke him two hours later 
and he saw that she wasn’t there any more. She didn’t come 
back until an hour before dawn. All the time she was away he 
thought about her as if she was a 1000 miles away. But she 
was there very close and heaving delicious sighs for herself. 
In his mind he could see her twisting slowly and then drifting 
Out into that perfumed darkness. He was all in favour of 
romantic settings. 


As the first birds started to sing, she came back in and 
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tried to slip into the bed without him noticing. With one eye 
he saw her, that jaunty and exhilarated look on her face. He 
got up and hit her once, sharp and hard across the face with 
his hand. She fell back whimpering on the bed and he saw 
how her clothes were damp and covered with sand. 

“| just went to walk by the sea,’ she said. 

“Tell me more. Tell me how he’s good to you.” 

The room was full of the sound of them breathing. 

“Yes,” she shouted, ‘he was good to me. Very good.” And 
she chanted it so gleefully that he felt a dull pain low down in 
his body. He turned and walked out of the room. 

She sulked for two days. They spent their days on an 
empty beach. She seemed quite happy there. She only talked 
once about going to Morocco. 

Three days later they had a visit from Carlo. Carlo was the 
beautiful kid’s name. 

Grant blinked up from beach level as the kid stood above 
him on the sand. Squinting against the sun, he rolled over and 
saw that Rusty was smiling at the boy. He was talking 
rapidly in some kind of Spanish. Then sweet Carlo reached 
down and touched Rusty’s foot, very lightly and tenderly as if 
he were picking a flower. Then he said something else, low 
and close to her face. She giggled. Grant was pleased that 
everybody was having a good time. 

“Beat it,” he said, but Carlo just smiled. So Grant got up 
and took a swing at him but he didn’t connect. He was 
standing about two yards away, then a blade was whickering, 
white and clean in the sunlight. Grant took a long look at the 
blade and what was behind it. The kid’s eyes seemed even 
emptier. He stood there showing off his nice fluid pose, with 
elbow tucked in, the blade held out at a sweet angle from his 
body; and, to back it up, a dazzling white grin on his dark 
beautiful face. 

Grant decided that the kid had used that knife before. 

“We don't have to fight kid,” he said, ““"and we might dirty 
up the sand anyway.” And he walked away back to the car. 
As he drove away he saw Carlo smile and wave at him, 

Rusty got back late in the afternoon. She had the usual 
cunning grin on her mouth. 

“He taught me some Spanish. .. Why did you go away. He 
was only playing with the knife. He’s a nice kid really.” 

“A beautiful soul in a beautiful body kind of thing ?” 

She didn’t answer because she was half-way to the 
bathroom. 

“We're leaving tonight,’ he said. But she didn’t answer that 
either. 

He drove into the village later that day. He parked his car 
in an alley at the side of the cafe. Before he got inside he 
met Carlo at the door. He didn’t have to wait because the boy 
had already read him and came straight to the alley. When 
they got there, he sprang dramatically to face Grant. 
The same knife was back in his hand, glowing in the red 
light that filtered down the alley. The skin over his cheekbones 
was tighter and there was a flame deep in those large brown 
eyes. Grant just had to admire him. He was a real champ, and 
the look of quickness about him like a hungry wolf. 

“You live for that knife, don’t you ?” shouted Grant, “You 
got nothing else to live for, you beautiful bastard.” 

Then the kid made an obscene gesture at him and sneered. 
That really threw everything. 

“Throw it away, boy,” he screamed, “throw the knife 
away.” 

But Carlo made the same obscene movement. Grant 
moved once and the boy came in, quick as a flash. His 


knife-hand snaked out fast and Grant swung out to his left. 
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Grant turned and ran to the car, 
grabbed the radio antenna and 
snapped it off. He grasped it like a 
whip, and stood facing the boy—who 
wasn't smiling any more 


hoping to catch his wrist. But he missed and the lunge 
went by, tearing his shirt on the way. Carlo turned and was 
grinning at him again—so beautifully chivalrous. There was 
something warm running inside Grant's sleeve; he looked 
down and saw blood, spidery trails of it running down his 
hand. That boy loved his work. He was really delighted with 
himself. 

Grant had to do something before he had the kid's initials 
carved on his cheeks. He turned and ran to the car, grabbed 
the radio antenna and snapped it. It came off easily. He 
grasped it like a whip. 

As he stood there facing the boy, he could feel the fine 
metallic tip of the antenna quivering in the air. It felt good. And 
Carlo wasn’t smiling any more. Grant saw the nervous flick of 
his tongue before he hit him. As he lashed out there was a cold 
sharp hiss like a razor across the wind. The boy gave out a 
high-pitched whinny as the antenna cut deep and fast across 
his face. He dropped the knife and turned to run away, but 
Grant slashed him around the legs. There was a noise like 
dry twigs snapping. He tumbled with a shriek as the tendons 
snapped. 

When the boy looked up from the floor his eyes were 
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jellying with tears. Grant paused for a second then switched 
him hard above the ears. A bright sash of blood sprang to his 
forehead before he went down for good. 

He looked like a bloody cat when they dragged him away. 

Grant got in his car and drove slowly out of the alley. Then 
Rusty was running after him. She got in just before he 
accelerated away. She saw his bloodied hand and began 
kissing it. He showed no reaction but drove carefully away 
from the town. 

“I think you're wonderful...” 

He felt a faint buzz at the back of his eyes. 

“...|'m sorry, baby. Everything will be fine now...” 

Grant had heard all this before. So many times he’d heard it. 

“... 1 know I've been naughty.” 

That last word made him laugh. Naughty. The whole world 
was naughty. He could feel the blood hardening on his hand 
like candle grease. The feeling almost gave him pleasure. 

“Where are we going ?’’ she asked. 

“Up into the hills, Rusty. It’s cooler there.” 

They drove back to the high place where she had first 
taken off her clothes. It wasn't hot any more. Grant could feel 
the chill of those mountains in his body. And it was so clear 
and calm below. The sun had gone and there was just that 
faint glow in the sky. She huddled up with the cold and he 
gave her his coat. - 

“You're so good and understanding, Grant,’ she mur- 
mured, “sometimes | don’t see how you put up with me, 
really | don’t.” 

“We're almost at the top of the valley,” 
won't be very long now.” 

“How do you put up with me ?” she went on. He didn’t say 
anything. She smiled understandingly and huddled up closer 
in his coat. 

They pulled up at the place on the mountain where they 
had stopped before. The rocks all about had that dull 
asbestos-like glow on them, fractured shadows melting into 
darkness. Grant had seen a painting just like that once, but 
what the hell. 

“Are you having a cigarette, darling ?’’ she asked. 

“How far are we from the nearest town here, Rusty ?” 

“Oh | don't know things like that. About 40 miles | 
suppose. Let’s move anyway. I’m cold.” 

Grant suddenly remembered that Paris was beautiful just 
before Christmas. 

“\ said, let’s go. It’s cold.” 

He hadn't been to Paris for two years. He liked Paris. 

“I said I'm cold!” 

He didn't like her interrupting him. And as she shouted he 
could hear the same whining tone in her voice, saw the same 
exquisite face, the same distant arrogance in the eyes, the 
same Rusty, good old Rusty, dear Rusty. 

“Goodbye.” 

He pushed the door once and she bumped out on the track. 
It was so undignified for her and she always talked about 
prizing her dignity. Just talked. 

He heard her shouting, stumbling and then running after 
the car. Her body, as he looked back, was getting smaller and 
smaller until she was the size of a doll. Then she was just a 
blur in the mirror, fading quickly into those shadows 
around the peak. Then the road wound down into the cool of 
the valley where more dark liquid shadows were gathering in 
the hollows. He took a long deep breath and rolled up the 
window, putting his coat back on again. 

It was very warm and comfortable after a while. He even 
tried the radio once but it was dead, completely dead. Ot 
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"LL NEVER FALL 
IN LOVE AGAIN 
Dionne Warwick 

Series LP-A Tape-C 


302 FANTASY 


COSMOS FACTORY 


Creedence 
Clearwater 


Series LP-A Tape-C 


309 STAX 
McLEMORE AVENUE 
Booker T & MG’s 
Series LP-A Tape-C 


Here’s the one club that will make it easy for you to buy everything in 
music . . . anytime you want it. Now you can enjoy all of the latest top 
hits... by top artists...on LP Albums, 8-Track Cartridges or Cas- 
settes. And you can save a full 3314% over regular retail prices. 


Imagine the thrill of hearing all of the top stars . . . on all of the 
labels you want . . . before your friends even know where to buy 
them. Imagine having a whole galaxy of stars . . . like Engelbert 
Humperdinck, Eric Clapton, The Beatles, Dionne Warwick (name 
your favorites) . . . and have them as available as your nearby 
mailbox. 


No commitments whatever! The Cartridge Tape and Record Club of 
America is different from any other club you may have read about... 
or possibly even joined. As a member of this club you will never be 
obligated to buy any albums. . . as most other tape and record clubs 
demand! You can buy one album or a dozen. Or none! And, nothing 
will ever be sent to you unless you specifically request it. 


Free Tape and Record Guide! As you know, there are guides galore 
and then there is the guide: The Glass List. . . the magazine tape and 
record guide that sells everywhere for one dollar a copy. But you, as 
a club member, will receive a subscription to the Glass List absolutely 
free! And you will know you have the most complete listings . . . 
including all the newest tape and record releases . . . in existence 
today. Each issue is also full of reviews, feature stories and informa- 
tive articles. 


Save Now! If you wish, you can start saving right away by ordering 
some tapes from those pictured above and from the sample list at 
right. Simply indicate in the box in the coupon the type of albums 
you wish to order .. . LP, 8-T or C (for cassette). Then write in the 
numbers from under the pictures and in the listings to the right in 
the boxes that appear next to where you have checked the type of 
album you wish to order. Include a check or money order for the 
member’s discount price of the albums you are ordering together 
with your $1, membership fee. Then just complete the coupon appli- 
cation, enclose your check or money order and send to: Cartridge 
Tape & Record Club of America, Dept.12D 47th & Whipple, Chicago, 
Ill. 60632. 


SPECIAL BONUS OFFER 


8-TRACK TAPE 

CARTRIDGE PLAYER 

© Portable. Plays anywhere, anytime. 
© Separate volume and tone controls. 
¢ Plays on batteries or AC adapter. 


Retail 
$39.95 


LP TAPE 
126 MOVEMENT—Isaac Hayes—STAX | A | 
[85 EASY RIDER—Soundtrack REPRISE ———S~wd~CA 
282 LET IT BE—Beatles CAPITOL ka 
[293 tive—tream ATCO CSCSC~dCSA 
[284 DEVIL MADE ME BUY THIS DRESS—Flip Wilson LITTLE DAVID | _A_| 

[310 WE MADE IT HAPPEN—Engelbert Humperdinck PARROT | B | | 

[311 10TH ALBUM—Charley Pride RCAC: CC 

[312 ABSOLUTELY LIVE—Boors ELEKTRA———SCSC~d CE ~ 

| 313_eRIC CLAPTON ATCO. CCC 

314 THE FIGHTIN’ SIDE OF ME—Merle Haggard CAPITOL | Al Cl 

PA | ¢ | 

Enea 

EVES 

eC Ga) 

pA | ¢ | 

PET | 


Cartridge Tape & Record Club of America Dept.12D 
47th & Whipple, Chicago, III. 60632 


re ‘can eee Lifetime Membership Fee . . $5.00 
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PARTI ES 


BY MAX GUNTHER 


LET'S INVITE ANGELA AND IT 
OUGHT TO BEA REAL WINGDING. 
WELL, MAYBE. BUT WHAT ABOUT 
THE TIME THE GUESTS ALL 
STARTED LEAVING EARLY... ? 
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ridiculous dilemmas. We _ irritate 

the hell out of each other, but 
somehow we can’t stay apart. Evidently 
it was always thus. A misanthropic 
Sartre character complains that hell is 
other people. Yet solitary confinement 
has been in use as a punishment through 
all the long history of man’s nastiness to 
man; hell is having nobody to talk to. 
Down through the centuries, in their 
time off from work,men and women have 
sought excuses and engineered forms 
and etiquettes for gathering together. 
In our era it’s called a party. 

! began wondering about parties 
several years ago. It was an evening In 
July or August, hot, the whole world 
waiting for a thunderstorm to cool us off. 
| was at a dinner party that somehow 
was not succeeding. The room was 
filled with 20 people who unaccountably 
could not communicate with each other. 
We sat around in the host's living room 
in little knots, tonguetied, shifting rest- 
lessly in our chairs: 20 people who, 
before the party, had all loved the idea of 
each other with a large and comfortable 
love. 

| stood up and went out to the kitchen 
to pour myself another drink. A girl 
named Sue followed me out there. 

“Somebody has to make the first move 
to go home,” said Sue. 

“| know, but it’s too early,” | said. 

She sighed, nodded and _ looked 
thoughtful. “Does it occur to you how 
silly this is ?’” she asked. “| mean, why 
are we here ? What did we expect to get 
when we came? What's it all about, 
really 2?” 

It was baffling. | had no answers to give 
Sue. Going to parties is a thing every- 
body does. Any activity so common 
among humans must spring from causes 
that nobody ever needs to ask about 
because the explanations are simply 
there, instinctively known in New York 
and Moscow and Peking and even my 
daughters’ gradeschool society. So | 
had assumed. Now | saw | was wrong. 
| did not really know what parties were 
all about. Neither did Sue. Did anybody ? 

| have now attended too many parties 
in my quest. | have studied works of 
the relatively few people who have tried 
to analyze parties scientifically. I've 
heard strange ideas, some of which 
made more sense than others. |\'ve met 
some weird and wonderful people, some 
of whom made more sense than others. 
A party, it turns out, is not a rational 
gathering with rational causes and 
goals. It is an engine of human emotions. 

What are parties, to begin with ? An 
office party is a party, but a staff meeting 
—held by the same people at the same 
place—is not. Here is the Gunther 
Definition : 

1. Parties all take place in free time. 
They represent people’s more or less 
voluntary choice of something to do 


CC Traicut one of mankind’s more 


when temporarily at rest from the 
struggle for survival. 

2. Parties are always motivated by the 
wish of people to gather together. 
Other reasons are minor. People attend a 
dance in order to dance, but they’re 
attracted to a dance by the promise of 
the throng. The hoped-for heaven is 
other people. 

Any gathering not strongly character- 
ized by these elements is not, strictly 
speaking, a party. Business firms, for 
instance, often whomp up affairs and 
call them “parties” in order to sell 
something to housewives or the press, 
and oiled by alcohol such a gathering 
can decompose into a true party. But it 
starts as a worktime rather than a 
freetime function. Other kinds of coming- 
together are on the borderline. An 
outsider looking in through the window 
may not be able to define such a gather- 
ing; the definition lies in the thoughts 
and feelings of the party members. 

Most of the thousands of bridge 
games in suburbs all over the nation 
every Saturday night, for instance, are 
true parties. The card game is usually an 
excuse for gathering and in some cases 
a defensive ritual that removes the 
burden of conversation from people who 
can't think of anything to say to each 
other. Still, there are a few kinds of 
human gathering that would baffle the 
Gunther Definition. For example, what 
of a chance meeting among strangers at 
a bar—party or not ? What of the loud, 
crowded sessions that take place in 
singles’ nightclubs every Friday and 
Saturday night? A girl on her way to a 
singles’ bar doesn't say, ‘I’m going to a 
party,” except perhaps to her mother. 
And yet... 

Well, you see the difficulty. 

Washington hostesses and other ex- 
perienced party engineers have occas- 
ionally published do-and-don’t books 
for the education of smalltime party- 
givers. 

One such book was written in the 
1890s by a lady named Katherine 
Freemantle, apparently a Washington 
partygiver of some repute. Mrs. Free- 
mantle wrote: ‘The subject of alcoholic 
excess is, of course, distasteful; yet it 
cannot be ignored . . . The considerate 
hostess will, of course, be sure that her 
guests imbibe alcoholic beverages only 
in limited quantities.” Times change. 
Books such as these have sometimes 
promised to make the reader a failure- 
proof partygiver, but the promise is 
undeliverable. Parties are hit-or-miss 
affairs and seem likely to remain so. 

They are entirely unpredictable. They 
are worth attending just to see what is 
going to happen. All parties are interest- 
ing, even those that are hell. 

Why do we go to parties ? There is one 
overriding reason : to ward off loneliness. 

You say you go to drink or smoke pot ? 
But you don't need other people to help 


Drink wine wherever, whenever, however you 
please. Happily for your freedom of choice, Great 
Western, known the world over for award-winning 
Champagnes, also produces a full line of premium 
quality red and white dinner wines, solera sherries 
and ports and vermouths...26 varieties in all. Our 
wineries are located on the temperate shores of Lake 
Keuka in New York State’s renowned Finger Lakes 
Region. Here, soil and climate create an environment 


more consistently suited to the growth of fine wine 
grapes than almost anyplace else in the world. 

To learn more about us, ask your wine dealer for a 
free copy of our full-color, 24-page brochure. It’s a 
treasury of wine facts, unusual and interesting recipes, 
menus and creative entertainment ideas. 

When you’re buying wine there’s only one name to 
remember— Great Western. And, when you drink 
wine, there’s really only one rule— enjoy it. 


Great Western wine 
~ makes tt great. 


...and you thought 
we only made great Champagne 


New York State Wines / Pleasant Valley Wine Company, Hammondsport, N.Y. 14840. 


—— 
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you do that. You say you go to meet sex- 
mates ? That makes a little more sense, 
but what of all the times you've been to 
parties when you already had a perfectly 
satisfactory sexmate, and she went with 
you ? And what of all the times you've 
been to parties consisting entirely of 
people you already knew—parties at 
which there was clearly no opportunity 
to meet anybody new and exciting ? 
Why did you go then ? 

Loneliness. As far as anybody knows, 
man has always suffered from this 
ailment and this chronic feeling— 
“alienation” in modern sociological jar- 
gon—appears to have grown worse in 
the past couple of centuries. We live in a 
society where we must sell ourselves 
constantly to get ahead. We smile at 
each other for cash purposes. Each man 
smiles at those who can advance his 
career. The nice man on TV even smiles 
at us while telling us we have bad 
breath, body odor and scraggly hair. 
He smiles because he wants to sell us 
something. 

Thus we go about with the painful 
feeling that nearly every smile we 
receive is motivated by money, not 

. genuine affection. Sociologist David 
Riesman commented on this sad fact in 
his book, The Lonely Crowd: ‘We can- 
not so easily separate coercive friendli- 
ness on the job from a spontaneous ex- 
pression of genuine friendliness off 
the job.” 

And so, in our free time, starved for 
affection, we go to parties. At a party we 
hope to find how much people will 
smile at us when they have nothing 
material to gain. A party is a feast of 
mutual affection. 

David Riesman is one of the few men 
in history who ever tried to make a 
systematic study of parties. He and two 
colleagues from the University of 
Chicago once attended 80 young-single 
and young-married parties for what 
they called “participant observation.” 
Upon recovering, they assessed what 
they had seen and decided that people 
attend parties seeking three main kinds 
of anti-loneliness medicine : 

A sense of solidarity—that is, a feeling 
that some kind of group or clique exists 
and that each is warmly enfolded in it. 
One of the pleasantly nasty things about 
being invited to a party is the knowledge 
that other people haven't been invited. 
A party is an overt demonstration of who 
is “in” and who ts ‘out’. 

A sense of intimacy—getting close to 
people and being got close to in turn. 

A sense of festivity. The gay party 
atmosphere seems to offer promises 
that are lacking during the lonely work- 
week: promises of adventure, sex, 
laughter and, most important of all, 
genuine affection. 

At a successful party people find 
these three rewards. At an unsuccessful 
one they don't. I've never heard another 
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definition of party success that fits the 
observed facts any better. 

“A successful party is where | go home 
feeling—you know, fulfilled,” a New 
York girl ventured. 

“In what way ?” | asked. 

“Well, | feel I've been worth talking to. 
Bright, witty, sexy and everything. | like 
myself. And everyone else has been 
the same way. We've cut down the 
distance between each other, somehow. 
We've rubbed our personalities up 
against each other and enjoyed it.” 

Yes: solidarity, intimacy, festivity. 
Non-loneliness. 

But why does one party succeed 
while another fails ? 

Everybody knows when he’s at an 
unsuccessful party. Hosts or hostesses 
dart about, desperately trying to dam the 
tide of edgers toward the door.’’Don’t go 
yet! I’ve got gallons of gin left! How 
about just one more? .. .” But it is no 
use. The party has aborted. Somehow 
the hoped-for flood of mutual affection 
hasn‘t materialized, and each member's 
capacity for warmth has stayed locked 
inside him. The host and hostess stand 
amid the debris of their empty living 
room, bitterly blaming themselves. But 
each guest on his way through the 
desolate night blames himself too. It 
was everybody’s fault and nobody’s. No 
one ever knows what went wrong. 

Some _ partygivers—especially those 
new to the game—believe you can 
guarantee success by providing plenty 
of booze (or, as the case may be, pot). 
This is emphatically not so. It’s true that 
alcohol and pot are great looseners: 
they loosen the tongue, the strictures 
of the Puritan Ethic and sometimes, so it 
seems, the bony plates of the skull. But 
they can’t and don't by themselves 


generate human warmth or dispel 
loneliness. 
Nearly every successful alcoholic 


party goes through five distinct phases. 
If it isn't going to succeed, it aborts in 
the second phase—and st wil/ abort 
inexorably no matter how much booze 
you try to pour down the members’ 
throats. The five phases : 

1. The Pre-Party Party. The hosts or 
hostesses get the booze and food 
gathered together, have a quiet drink or 
two, enjoy the calm prelude. A few 
especially close friends may drop in 
early to help or just hang around. The 
pre-party party represents an inner in- 
group, the center of the larger in-group 
that will make up the full party. 

2. The Windup. The guests straggle in 
by ones and twos and threes. They 
begin drinking. They begin interacting 
one with another. And right at this 
point, the party either lives or dies. If the 
personal interaction doesn’t click, if the 
channels of affection somehow become 
clogged, the party simply lies down and 
quits. Nothing you can do will revive it. 

But if everybody is lucky, something 


mysterious happens instead. Some- 
Where deep inside each member an 
unknown trigger gets switched on. An 
aura, a feeling of party success, gets 
started and spreads until it involves 
everybody. Each member is infected by 
it and reinfects it in turn. People draw 
closer. Loneliness vanishes. The party 
slowly revs up. 

3. The Interaction Peak: Now it's 
really swinging. The majority: of mem- 
bers have had just enough booze to melt 
their hard cold workday shells. People 
have opened themselves up to each 
other. They feed on each other's affec- 
tions like bees sipping nectar. This is by 
far the sweetest stage of the party. 
Unfortunately, it’s also, usually, the 
shortest-lived. For it is likely to give way 
rapidly to the next stage: 

4. The Overshot State. This is caused 
by the fact that alcohol can be poured 
into the stomach faster than it seeps 
into the bloodstream and reaches the 
brain. The typical party member may 
have gulped four martinis in the second 
and third stages of the party without 
feeling too giddy. Now, suddenly, all 
four are clobbering him at once. He has 
overshot. As more and more members 
overshoot, anesthesia sets in. Personal 
interaction slows down and _ stops. 
Everybody is shouting; no one is listen- 
ing to anyone else. Gradually the mem- 
bers stagger off into the night, some to 
indulge in numbed sex games, some to 
sleep, some to seek coffee or food or 
other cures for the whirlies. 

5. The Withdrawal Party. The hosts or 
hostesses and a few guests remain. 
They are burnt out but reluctant to see 
the party end. The concentrated dose of 
affection has been too sweet to abandon 
suddenly. They can’t quit cold turkey 
and face the lonesome night. So they 
withdraw gradually by having a Jast 
drink or two with this small tag-end 
group. The withdrawal party is almost 
always very quiet. In fact nobody may 
say a word. 

Finally, the last guests complete their 
withdrawal and leave, perhaps dragging 
with them somebody who overshot too 
hard and folded out.The party has passed 
into history. 

History? Sure, if it was a really 
successful wingding. Months or even 
a year from now people may be saying: 
“Remember that blowout at Nina’s 
when Angela took off her... 2” 

One thing you should know about is 
the Twelve-and-Twenty Rule. In David 
Riesman’s observation there are basic- 
ally three party sizes: those of 20 or 
more members, those of 12 or fewer and 
those in between. The in-between size 
is the most likely to fail. 

Why ? Because 15 people in a room 
can't all communicate with each other 
at once, as at a small party; yet there 
aren't enough of them for the free- 
drifting Interaction of a big party. What 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 123 
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YULE GET A NEW SLANT ON SANTA 
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W.C.HELDS 
ISALIVE 
AND WELLAND 
TALKINGTO 
HENRY MORGAN 


HUMOR 


Sone years ago | was invited to a big 
family Thanksgiving dinner and to 

show my appreciation | brought along a 

projector and a few W.C. Fields shorts 

that | guessed (correctly) the company 

had never seen. We were of all ages. At 

the end of the first reel about five kids 

got up and went somewhere else. It was 

the first time | realized that Fields was 

too sophisticated for kids. Damned kids. 
In the interview which follows, all of 

Fields’ answers are in his own words. 

They've been culled from movies, news- 

paper items etc. and only the questions 

have been tinkered with (but very 

little). The idea was not to update Mr. 

Fields—that would be absurd, he doesn’t 

need it—merely to have some fun. 

HM: It’s very kind of you to allow an 

interview, Mr. Fields. We appreciate it. 

But why did you agree to it ? 

WCF: In the affairs of man, there are 

times when we must take the bull by the 

tail and face the situation. 

HM: You don't mind if | ask some 

personal questions, do you ? 

WCF: Ahh, go way, I'll kill yuh. .. 

HM: Sorry. May | ask if it’s true that 

you re about to buy adog ? 

WCF: | have not changed my position 

about either whiskey or dogs: | am in 

favor of one and against the other. 

(Mumbled) Suffering sciatica! 

HM: Mr. Fields... 

WCF: | recall once seeing a dog chew 

on a little kid, which is not in itself a 

bad idea... 

HM: Well... 

WCF: Among other things, you have to 

train a dog. But you never have to train 

a bottle of grog. 

HM: Well... 

WCF: A dog will run up and lick your 

hand. No bottle will do that. 

HM: Yes, I... 


WCF: If the whiskey ever starts licking 
your hand, | would advise you lay off it 
for awhile, say five or ten minutes. 

HM: Yes... 

WCF: Whiskey sits quietly in its special 
nook until you want it. True, whiskey 
has a nasty habit of running out, but 
then so does a dog. 

HM: | would like to take a chance and 
change the subject... 

WCF: My uncle, a balloon ascensionist, 
Eppingham Bookmaker, took a chance 
once. He was three and a half miles up 
in the air. He jumped out of the basket 
of the balloon and took a chance of 
lighting on a load of hay. 

HM: A load of hay ? Did he make it ? 
WCF: Er, no, he didn’t make it... had 
he been a younger man he probably 
would have. That's the point. Don’t 
wait too long in life. 

HM: Thesubject! had in mind... 

WCF: How would you like a few 
saucers of Mocha-Java? Can't drink it 
myself. | hear it has water in it. 

HM: No, thank you. 

WCF: In which case, did | ever tell you 
about the time | tended bar down the 
lower east side of New York ? 

HM (eagerly): No, you never did. 

WCE: Drat! Well, this certain woman 
comes in there by the name of Chicago 
Molly. | cautioned her. | said: “None of 
your peccadilloes in here”. 

HM: Was she a well-known woman ? 
WCE: I'll say she was. And built like a 
brick telephone booth. Now there was 
some hot lunch on the bar, comprising 
succatash, Atlantic City cream cheese, 
and asparagus with mayonnaise. She 
dips her fist down into this mé/ange. 
She hits me in the mouth with it. | was 
yawning at the time. 

HM: What did you do ? 

WCF: The only thing possible. |jumps over 


the bar and knocks her down. 

HM: Did you really knock a woman 
down ? 

WCF: | wasn't the one who knocked 
her down, exactly, but | was the one 
that started kicking ‘er. Very painful 
experience. 

HM: You mean your conscience hurt 
you ? 

WCF: Not exactly. She was wearing 
two corsets. Almost broke my big toe. 
HM: Did you ever see her again ? 

WCF: Yaas. She came back a week later 
and beat me up. 

HM: 1|'m surprised to hear it. 

WCF: Waal, she had another woman 
with her. Minneapolis Gertie. Who’s the 
little cumquat with you ? 

(Penthouse has sent a secretary along to 
take notes. She isn't too a/ert.) 

Our Miss Volney: Would you mind 
spelling that word, please ? 

WCE: What word, my little glowworm ? 
My, what symmetrical digits! 

MV: Er, the one that sounded 
“squats”. 

WCF: Ah yes, my little dovey pie. That's 
cumquats. It’s spelled c-u-m-q-u-a-t. 
Cumauat. 

MV (hesitantly): C-u-m... 

WCE (impatiently) : Quat, quat! 

MV: Is that two quats ? 

WCE (to me): Who is this jabbernowl, 
this flub-adub? (7o her) On second 
thoughts, my little hourglass, how'd you 
like to step over to the linen closet. | have 
some very definite pear-shaped thoughts 
I'd like to discuss with you. . . 

HM: Er, Mr. Fields... 

WCF (to her): Tell me, my desert 
flower, did you ever play squigilum ? 
(He reaches for her.) 

MV: Please don’t be so free with your 
hands. 

WCF: Listen, honey, | was only trying 


like 


to guess your weight. You take things 
too seriously. . .| repeat myself. Did you 
ever play the game of squigilum ? 

MV: Well, no. The only game I’ve ever 
played is bean-bag. 

WCF: Bean-bag. Ah, yes. Very good. 
(Mumbles) Moron. (Aloud) Bean-bag 
becomes very exciting at times. | saw 
the championship played in Paris. 
Many people were killed. 

HM: Speaking of games, Mr. Fields, 
some children were playing a game in 
one of your pictures. . . 

WCE: Children? Why, those kids were 
disgusting. Standing around all day 
reeking of popcorn and lollipaps. ... 
HM: Well, how about children such as 
Charlie McCarthy, the famous ventrilo- 
quists dummy ? You didn’t really hate 
him, did you ? 

WCF: What | really wanted from him 
was to see him ride piggy-back on a 
buzz saw. 

HM: What | wanted to ask is, do you 
truly dislike children? Specifically, did 
you ever say, as l’ve read you have, 
“Get away from me you little bastard. 
For two cents—or even one—l'd kick in 
your teeth ?” 

WCF: All | say is, any man who hates 
children can’t be all bad. 

HM: Well, thanks very much for the 
interview. 

WCF: Are you taking that little Rocky- 
Mountain canary with you ? 

HM: Yes, I’m afraid | am. Goodbye. 
WCE: Drat! 


Our favorite story of all about WC 
concerns the time he went into his local 
bar, the Black Pussy Cafe. He went up 
to the bartender and said, “Did | spend 
20 dollars in here last night?” 

“Yes.” 

“Thank God. | thought I'd lost it." Og 


BOTTLE COURTESY OF TURTLE BAY DISTILLING CO.LAWRENCEBURG, KENTUCKY AND CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD. NEW YORK CITY. 
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PENTHOUSE 
INTERVIEW 


DAVID 
FROST 


With shows of his own on both 
sides of the Atlantic, David Frost 
rates, at 31, as television’s first 
international star. His instant and 
continuing success was officially 
acknowledged in the summer when 
he was awarded the O.B.E. (Order 
of the British Empire) in the Queen’s 
Birthday Honours List. Going into 
television straight from Cambridge 
(where he ran the noted Footlights 
revue company), he was recruited 
within a year as anchor man of 
BBC’s celebrated satire show 7hat 
Was The Week That Was, then in 
preparation. The show proved to be 
one of the entertainment phenom- 
ena of the 1960s, making Frost's 
name overnight and carrying his 
reputation overseas when an 
American version of the show, with 
Frost. fronting, was put on in the 
U.S. From then on it was a succes- 
sion of TV hits for Frost. In England, 
Not so Much a Programme More a 
Way of Life, The Frost Report, and 
Frost on Friday/Saturday/Sunday. 
In America a group of specials, one 
of which was a series of interviews 
with 1968's Presidential candidates, 
culminating in his current David 
Frost Show. A man of seemingly 
inexhaustible energy, Frost copes 
with these demands for his services 
by jetting weekly between England 
and New York. Somehow he still 
finds time for such extra-curricular 
activities as writing (his latest book : 
The Americans, Stein & Day), 
playing soccer (he’s an eager fan), 
and squiring beauties. Now a cele- 
brity in his own right, it no longer 
seems surprising that when Frost 
once gave a breakfast party, the 
Prime Minister (then Harold Wilson) 
accepted his invitation. In this 
exclusive Penthouse interview, con- 
ducted by broadcaster Malachy 
McCourt, Frost for once finds 
himself on the receiving end of the 


questioning. 


Penthouse: As a TV host in both Britain and 
America you've experienced the different 
systems of television. What are your impres- 
sions? Do you consider that British television, 
despite Government control, is more permissive 
than the American ? 

Frost: Government control is a slight mis- 
nomer. The BBC is a state corporation, but it 
was set up as an independent non-profit body 
and it’s not really state-controlled at all. \’ve 
found total creative freedom in both countries. 
I'm prepared to believe that I’ve been very 
lucky and should be grateful, because | gather 
other people have found more problems at 
each end. 

Penthouse: Do the commercial interruptions 
inthe U.S. bother you ? 

Frost: No, oddly enough. People from 
England might be surprised by this because 
there are more commercial breaks in America 
than in England. | find them rather valuable for 
changing pace, changing direction, or just 
regrouping your mental forces. | find them 
useful punctuation. But | always cue my own 
commercial breaks, unlike many of the other 


shows. | have a guy who just shows me how | 
long has passed in any segment, and then | go | 
to a break at what | think is the right moment. | 


It would be awful to have someone second- 
guessing me and interrupting every 10 minutes 
when | might just be leading somewhere with 
somebody. 

Penthouse: Something you initiated on U.S. 
television was the 90-minute interview. That 
was arisk, talking to one person for so long. 
Frost: Well, the very first interview was with 
Peter Ustinov, and only a handful of people— 
myself, Peter Ustinov, producer Peter Baker, 
Neil Shand—knew what | was planning. In 
fact, on that occasion, since it was the very 
first, the three other guests were also present. 
We planned that we'd go for as long as the 
conversation held—see if 90 minutes were 
possible. And it was possible and we did the 90 
minutes, and since there were three other 
people there we then put another tape on and 
recorded the first half hour of the next day’s 
show with them. It was a very exciting evening, 
and a successful experiment. 

Penthouse: As an Englishman who's so 
successful in the U.S. do you get much resent- 
ment, people saying ‘‘Why don’t you go back 
where you came from ?” 

Frost: None atall. It’s one of the best examples 
of why | tind America so generous and warm. | 
wasn’t worried before | started the David 
Frost Show in 1969 because | thought people 
would judge it on its merits and not because of 
my accent. 

Penthouse: Clive Barnes, the New York 
theatre critic, who's also English, is becoming 
an American citizen because he feels con- 
strained in commenting on public issues of 
moral importance. He said he can’t comment 
as long as he isn't a citizen. Do you feel 
restricted like that ? 

Frost: No, | don’t. There are certain subjects 
that, no matter what | did, | couldn't com- 
prehend as well as people who have lived with 
them here all their lives. That's inevitable. And 
therefore | put questions on such subjects 
rather than offering solutions. But then that’s 
probably because | don’t have the solutions. 
Even in England | see my role mainly as a 
catalyst, drawing out other people rather than 
using the program asa platform. 

Penthouse: Americans are very concerned 
about citizenship as a rule. You aren't con- 
sidering changing ? 


Frost: | couldn't feel more at home than | do | 


now even if | changed my citizenship, which 
| don’t plan to do. | have the best of all possible 
worlds, really. I'm very proud to be British, and 
at the same time | not only love working in 
America, | love living in this country. | think | 
can say, with no schmal/tz, that | do love this 
country. | love its generosity and | love its 
idealism and its open-handed warmth. | love 
being closer to the year 2000 here in America 
than anywhere else on earth. | feel at home here 
and in England. |, indeed, feel at home on 
BOAC as well—I'm a citizen of BOAC, really. 
Penthouse: Can you recall what you think 
the dumbest question you ever asked ? 

Frost: Terrific question. And there ought to be 
an absolutely stunning answer. Though some- 
times asking what might seem like a dumb or 
simple question can be most rewarding. Like 
asking David Rockefeller what he got for 
Christmas, or a leading Democrat like Birch 
Bayh what is the quality he admires most about 
President Nixon. 

Penthouse: Asking Spiro Agnew if he ever 
as a boy dreamed of becoming Vice-President 
was a very funny question. Not dumb—but very 
funny. 

Frost: Why was that ? 

Penthouse: Because people always dream 
about being President; but to dream of being 
in the nebulous office of Vice-President, that’s 
funny. 

Frost: Yes, of course, but even nebulous as 
that office is, Agnew has fashioned it very much 
to his own liking now. Nevertheless, it is still 
an eminent position for a kid to think about. 
Certainly, it was a switch on the usual question. 
Penthouse: On British radio Wilfred Pickles 
always used to ask: “What was your most 
embarrassing moment ?” 

Frost: | was trying to think of one of those 
social things. For instance, a friend of mine was 
at a party talking about a film in a group with 
a film director. Halfway through a sentence 
she realized that this guy had directed the film. 
She said: ‘That film was so bad, it was good”. 
A very good recovery, | thought. My favorite 
story concerns a houseparty about 10 years ago 
in England. A woman was singing after dinner, 
and a guy in about the fourth row where the 
guests were assembled said: ‘‘Oh my God in 
heaven, that is the worst singer | have ever 
heard. Who on earth is she ?’’ And the man next 
to him said, ‘That is my wife’. He looked up 
again and said: ‘Well, is it really? You know, 
it's interesting because, listening again, her 
voice is really rather good. It’s just the material 
that she’s singing that made me say that. Yes, 
her actual voice is rather good, but the material, 
God! | wonder who on earth wrote that’. And 
the man said, “‘l did’. Now where do you go 
from there except through a hole that opens 
up through the floor ! 

Penthouse: Is there anyone, say in the 
philosophical, scientific and literary worlds, 
that you haven’t been able to interview but 
would like to ? 

Frost: Yes, one person comes immediately 
to mind. He is dead now, but he was alive when 
the series began. Unfortunately he became 
ill and he was very old indeed. And that was 
Bertrand Russell. | would have loved to talk 
to him but the timing was wrong. 

Penthouse: Would you have liked to interview 
Churchill or George Bernard Shaw ? 

Frost: Both would have been interesting. 
Nkrumah of Ghana would have been interesting. 
Here was a man who set himself up as a god 
and then was very clearly proved not to be. 
| suppose that of all people who have been 
recently dead, apart from Bertrand Russell, it 
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would have been fascinating to discover what 
made the mind of Adolph Hitler tick. 
Penthouse: You seem to have an unbounded 
enthusiasm for all the guests on your show. 
There must be some you loathe, or do you get 
so involved that you can suspend judgement ? 
Frost: Well, obviously there are people | 
disagree with. But one hopes one won't have 
anyone on the show that one is totally un- 
enthusiastic about. There has to be something 
you're enthusiastic to find out about them, 
maybe just one question you want to ask. | 
initiate many of the bookings and | approve or 
veto all of them. So | hope to winnow out any 
I'm totally unenthusiastic about. 

Penthouse: Do you select your guests 
according to a formula—‘‘so-and-so will get 
along with so-and-so”, or “‘here’s an interest 
that four orfive of them might have in common” ? 
Frost: It varies. If the price of liberty is eternal 
vigilance, then certainly the price of unpre- 
dictability on television is the same. There’s no 
single formula. Some days we will do a whole 
show on one subject. For instance about the 
Moratorium Day last October 15th, or an 
entire show about the Pill, and another about 
identical twins. That was a fascinating visual 
show. A lot of people who switched on late 
wondered if they still had a hang-over from 
the night before. The audience was packed 
with twins. As a matter of fact, | said to the 
viewers: ‘If you're not seeing double, then it’s 
time to go see your doctor’. There’s no rule— 
| think as soon as you get into a formula, you're 
in trouble. 

Penthouse: When you had some guest hosts 
you switched from the awesome Orson 
Welles one night to Tiny Tim the next night. 
Why ever Tiny Tim ? 

Frost: Well, | rather like him. | like his music 
and | find him very amusing company. | mean, 
| do like Tiny Tim. 
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Penthouse: Not a_ freaky 
interest ? 

Frost: Oh no, | think Tiny Tim is a genuine 
original. He’s a terrific character and | think he’s 
for real. He really does care about those songs 
written in 1912 by Herbert Zachmer and Vinny 
Ross. 

Penthouse: As you fly every week to England 
for your show there, does the thought of 
death trouble you ? 

Frost: No, | rarely think about death. | have 
only rarely encountered it, apart from my 
father’s of course. As a subject it doesn’t really 
worry me. | know it will happen one day. In fact, 
there is a quote | found a couple of years ago: 
“| feel fine and | don’t need rest or holidays and 
I'm gonna keep up this pace till | drop dead at 
the age of 32’. That’s only a few months away 
now, April 1971. Maybe I'll revise the quote. 
Penthouse: You were born right at the begin- 
ning of World War II? 

Frost: And three hours later Hitler marched. 
You know, as soon as he got the news. 
Penthouse: Do you remember the effects 
the war had on your family ? 

Frost: No. My father was a Methodist minister 
and he was in the first world war as a soldier, 
but in the second he had to remain at his 
church. | can remember tales of buzzbombs 
landing on the recreation ground—this was at 
Kempston, Bedfordshire—but my earliest real 
memories are postwar—particularly the coming 
of the first lead pencil with paint on the outside. 
They had been plain wood during the war. | 
remember sweets and candies coming off the 
ration. Kids like me went crazy and bought up 
the shops. 

Penthouse: As a minister's son, was it rough 
economically ? 

Frost: Looking back it’s a mystery to me how 
we managed to live as we did. The salary of a 
Methodist minister was around £10, say 24 
dollars, a week, and yet we always lived 
marvelously—large joints of meat and that 
sort of thing. I'm sure that the fact | never get 
nervous or tense | owe to a happy childhood— 
and because my parents had such a happy 
marriage. And | think | owe to my mother, who 
at 68 still has a zest for life, a lot of the stamina 
| have. I’m lucky. I've got the body of an ox, 
but hopefully not the mind of one. 

Penthouse: Was your father strict religiously ? 
Frost: No, my parents were superb. They were 
not modernists in theology, you know. They 
didn’t take the view that to be up to date with 
modern intellectual trends you had to be 
virtually agnostic as Christians. They were 
evangelicals, close to the Billy Graham attitude 
actually, believing in the Bible. But the 
marvelous thing was that they hadn’t made 
that sort of compromise with the 20th century 
which meant watering down their things. At 
the same time they were so liberal that when 
That Was The Week That Was happened, they 
loved it without in any way watering down 
their faith in order to love it. Do you know what 
I mean ? 
Penthouse: 
religion ? 
Frost: No, in the seventh week of that series | 
did the first Consumers’ Guide to Religion, which 
lit up the switchboard like mad. It was based on 
the thesis that if the Church goes more and 
more for earthly success, it would have to be 
judged by earthly criteria like a Consumers’ 
Guide. So we looked at all the world’s religions 
on the basis of how much they cost, how long 
they last, and what one gets out of them and 
so on. Of course, a tremendous fuss was 
caused. Some modern bishop said, ‘‘This was 


pandering to 


They didn’t mind _ satirizing 


the most truly Christian item we had ever 
heard”, whereas others thought it was the most 
unChristian, and so on. The Press remembered 
that my father was a Methodist minister. Now, 
my dear father had always been telephoned by 
local newspapers in the past, asking: ‘Hello, 
Rev. Frost. Anything you'd like in the paper 
this week ?’’ And my father would say, ‘‘Oh 
yes, there’s the harvest festival on Sunday and 
we've got a small jumble sale on Saturday and 
thank you very much for now, bye-bye”. 
Suddenly, things changed. He gets these so- 
and-so‘s from Fleet Street on the phone—yes 
the national newspapers—who will say, ‘Don’t 
you think this is the most disgusting and 
blasphemous thing ever ?’’ And, if you pause so 
much as a second before saying no, you're 
down as saying, ‘‘Yes, | think this is the most 
disgusting, blasphemous thing ever”. The 
various newspapers were all trying to get their 
own line across to him. So he came out as 
saying in one paper, “| thought it was very 
clever’, in another, ‘‘] thought it was a bit 
risky”, and in the third, “‘I fell asleep half way 
through’. Obviously, they’d all rung up with 
their different lines. 

Penthouse: Do you believe in organized 
religion, and do you believe in sin ? 

Frost: What a fascinating question. | believe 
in organized religion for those who like their 
religion to be organized. As for myself, 
religiously I’m an independent | guess and | 
don't really talk a great deal about it. | still 
believe a number of things my father believed, 
and | don’t believe a number of others. I'm 
interested in the subject of religion and faith 
because | believe it is basic to everybody's life. 
Churchgoing obviously isn’t, but faith or what 
you have chosen to replace it with is central, 
because there is obviously a spiritual level to 
life. And if people have replaced faith with a 
faith in humanism, or in themselves, or in 
psychiatry, or in astrology, obviously these are 
vital motivating forces in their lives. The basic 
questions that religion asks, like, Who am |? 
Where am | going? Why am | here? are 
questions that everyone asks of himself. So that 
churchgoing, or church dogma, are not basic 
subjects. The questions that religion asks— 
whether you agree with the answers that 
religion gives or not — are basic for everyone. So 
that’s one of the reasons I’m interested in 
people's religious philosophy on the program. 
| don’t think | have a particular sense of sin. | 
think | have more of a sense of potential about 
people, a sense of their potential for good or ill. 
Penthouse: And the after life? Do you believe 
in hell ? 

Frost: | don’t know about the after life. | 
don't know anyone who does! No, | don't 
believe in a heaven or hell. What | do believe is 
that there’s a sporting chance that after death 
whatever ~ you've developed, and however 
you've developed spiritually, lives on in some 
way or another. But how is for God to sort out. 
Penthouse: Did you have any aspirations to 
be a minister yourself ? 

Frost: | did some preaching when | was young. 
| read lessons and things for my father — some 
addresses, as they are called in preaching — 
which | enjoyed. A lot of the things which | 
recall saying about life and living, | would stick 
to. But | never really wanted to become a full- 
time minister. Maybe | was always more 
interested in audiences than in congregations. 
Penthouse: How about politics — you are 
obviously interested in that. When do you plan 
to become Prime Minister of Great Britain? 
Frost: | keep reading that, | think it’s amusing. 
| can’t see myself in politics in the foreseeable 


future, simply because | think that to go into 
politics you have to want to do that more than 
anything else, and you also have to feel you can 
get more done than anyone else. | can’t 
imagine being busier than | am at the moment, 
so | have no plans at all on that score. People 
like to find some great rationale for the fact 
that | work very hard. Some of them have de- 
cided that it’s the Prime Ministership I’m after, 
rather than the fact that | enjoy my work and 
can believe in it. But that is their idea not mine. 
Penthouse: Still, you presumably have a 
political position. Do you support Conservative 
or Labour? 

Frost: I’m an independent. But I’ve a great 
many friends on both sides. | don’t feel | could 
support either party 100% at the moment. 
There’s a theory that the pressures of govern- 
ment are so onerous that maybe it’s a good idea 
if a new lot comes into power every five years, 
regardless of party, simply because the others 
need a rest, and time to refresh their minds. On 
that theory it’s been a good change in Britain. 
Penthouse: Would you say the Conservative 
Government's take-over augurs well or ill for 
England ? 

Frost: | think it doesn’t make very much 
difference. In America, it’s different — there are 
still a tremendous number of issues in the 
balance. In England the verdict’s in on most of 
them. If you analyze that last English election 
campaign, it was really fought on the issue of 
one side saying, ‘Hey, isn’t Britain doing well?” 
and the other saying, ‘’No, it isn’t’’. Who did the 
public think would be the more efficient at 
doing what was virtually a set of agreed things ? 
| mean, both parties would go into the Com- 
mon Market if the terms are right. Actually, 
Mr. Heath will press for it a little more than 
Harold Wilson did. The only issue on which 
there was any fundamental difference in policy 
was whether or not to get tough with the trade 
unions. But in every other area, both parties 
were saying that they would manage the 
economy better than the other. 

Penthouse: Britain has a tremendous tradition 
of toleration and of giving sanctuary to political 
and economically oppressed individuals and 
peoples. Now this seems to be threatened by 
racism. How do you explain that ? 

Frost: | think one of the things that accounts 
for its visibility is Enoch Powell, whose role in 
British politics in the last 18 months | think has 
been inexcusable. It’s not even as if he had 
been making racist speeches about a possible 
danger. He is making racist speeches that help 
to create that possible danger. As he is an 
intelligent man, one has to assume that his way 
with figures and statistics is deliberate. On one 
occasion, for instance, he said that the colored 
population or the immigrant population will be 
7% million or 15% of the population by the year 
2000. Now 73 million is an extremely con- 
troversial estimate. There is scarcely anyone 
who would agree with it. But even if you give 
him that 73 million you'll see that it only 
becomes 15% if you take it as a percentage of 
the current population and not of the population 
in the year 2000—which is projected to be 
75 million. Now, that is just a totally misleading 
way to deal with figures. And | am a tremendous 
optimist about people. | am a tremendous 
believer in the public being much more in- 
telligent than it’s taken for and so on, but, if 
there’s one area in which it is unforgivable to 
pander, if there is one emotion that it is 
unforgivable to pander to, it is the emotion 
that we all have, the emotion of fear. And in 
England where there is a colored population 
of only about two million, including Indians 
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and Pakistanis, there is no getting around the 
fact that’s intolerable. That's not to say that the 
initial curbs on immigration, the initial controls, 
were not needed. They were. When Rab Butler 
brought in that first Immigration Act, people 
were just flooding into the country by hundreds 
of thousands, and obviously some sort of quota 
had to be applied. But Powell has gone far 
beyond that. 

Penthouse: Is Powell going to be able to 
influence policy, do you believe ? 

Frost: | think less so with a successful Mr 
Heath, than he would have been with an 
unsuccessful Mr Heath. 

Penthouse: What about the decline of 
Britain as a world power. Do you have any 
personal regrets about that ? 

Frost: Well, it always seems a bit sad to me 
that the only place we send a gunboat to these 
days is Anguilla. On the other hand, | think 
Britain has had an opportunity which she 
hasn't really taken in the last few years. She is 
in a unique position, not being one of the two 
““super-powers’, to be both influential, honest 
and realistic. And that, it would seem to me, is 
a challenge as exciting as the one that’s been 
replaced. Obviously, Britain is still a world 
power. The decline in simple physical terms 
doesn’t distress me particularly, at any rate not 
as much as Britain’s defeat by Germany in the 
World Cup. Now that is really serious. In fact, 
one of my theories about the last general 
election is that Mr Wilson fought it on sort of a 
general euphoria of how well Britain was doing 
and then four days before the election Britain 
lost at soccer to Germany. It was the first 


time we’d been beaten by Germany this 
century at anything. And | think that had a 
considerable effect, shattering the rose-tinted 
image that Mr Wilson was trying to present. 
Penthouse: What do you think the Conserva- 
tive Government will do about the situation in 
Northern Ireland ? 

Frost: God knows, or indeed both of the two 
Gods know. It’s ‘a terrifying situation. | don’t 
know that there’s any simple political solution. 
When people talk—whether it’s Joan Baez or 
Methodist preachers | used to hear in my |. 
father’s churches— about a revolution being 
needed, not in terms of a coup d'état, but a 
revolution in the human heart, | guess that 
Northern Ireland would be as good a place 
to start as any. j 
Penthouse: Turning to your personal pros- 
pects, what goes on in your romantic life? 
Do you have a bird in the bush, as they might 
say ? 

Frost: My romantic life is terrific. | don't 
intend to gét married as of now because I’m 
still enjoying the joys of diversity. If by ‘girls in 
the bush” you mean girls that nobody knows 
about, | find that is very difficult in America. 
I'm amazed how you can go off to dinner and 
it'll be in a gossip column two days later. It 
causes one to lead a very open life, concealing 
very little. There are, of course, girls that | have 
and do care about a great deal and others that 
are just good friends. 

Penthouse: Have you been close with many ? 
Frost: I’ve never proposed to anybody. | guess 
I'm very old-fashioned, and | will get married to 
have children before | have children. But I've 
never felt ‘‘this is forever.” It's old-fashioned to 
think that marriage is forever. 

Penthouse: It’s a contract... 

Frost: With options. 

Penthouse: When you do decide to get 
married, where would you raise your children? 
Frost: | would think they ought to be wherever 
their parents are, it’s as simple as that. 
Penthouse: But that would be difficult for 
you, wouldn't it? 

Frost: It would mean that a child would get a 
great deal of travelling. 

Penthouse: A BOAC classroom. 

Frost: That’s right. With the new 747s we 
could keep the room upstairs as a permanent 
classroom. 

Penthouse: What do you do for recreation ? 
Frost: Recently | managed to play in a 
charity cricket match in England, at Southport, 
for the Lord’s Taverners against a team 
composed of all English Test cricketers — all my 
childhood heroes. They had Bryan Statham and 
Alan Moss followed by Allan Watkins, Alan 
Oakman, Malcolm Hilton and Eric Hollies, the 
great spinner. | was delighted to score, in a 
close hard-fought match, 35 not out against 
three heroes of mine. The following week out 
in Easthampton | managed to get.in a game of 
soccer for an hour. So, within two weeks | 
managed to play my two great sporting loves. 
But that is rare. Really, recreation has to be, |. 
you know, supper for two at about 10 or 11 at 
night. 

Penthouse: If you are still intact at age 65, 
what do you hope to be doing? 

Frost: I’ve no idea at all. | know that in the 
near future | don’t want to give up any of the 
things | do now. | just want to do lots more. | 
wish | could invent a 48-hour day, and keep 
moving, because | enjoy it so much. | can only 
answer generally that | hope that I'll still be 
doing things that | enjoy doing and believe in 


doing, and believe in. 


Penthouse: David Frost, thank you. 
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ird-watching is one of the established 
attractions of London and many a visitor during the miniskirt era has found himself so 
distracted that he never got around to such required sights as the Changing of the Guard. 
What is it about London girls? By way of a suitable case for study we present Miss 
Jennifer Furse, as capital an example as you could hope to find of femininity native to 
the British capital. Not long past her 21st birthday, our Pet of the Month stands 5ft 5ins 
tall and is of classical configuration (36-23-36). 
Mondays to Fridays your best chance of running across her is in the Earls Court district, 
where she works for a busy estate agency. “My job”, she says, “is to act as a kind of 
liaison officer between landlords and prospective tenants. But | only deal with people 
searching for flats’” (apartments to American readers). Most of her work, she adds, is 
done on the telephone, which just goes to show what you can miss by trying to save time. 
Jennifer's participation in London’s pad-hunting problem has provided her with a unique 
perspective of permissiveness in the city. “When | started working here two years ago”, 
she recalls, ““we got many more married couples as clients than unmarried ones. Now 
it's about even. Also, there’s much more flat-sharing between the sexes now. Sometimes 
we get, say, three girls and three men all together at the office and wanting a flat for the 
six of them.” Landlords, it appears, have moved with the times. “Some are still pretty 
sticky about this sort of thing, but most of them soon find out that their places are kept in 
much better order when the sexes are mixed, rather than all boys or all girls.” 
Jennifer's own accommodation consists of a small flat in nearby Chelsea. which she 
shares with her Jack Russell terrier, Timmy. ‘‘He’s the ideal pet, except when | take him 
into Hyde Park for arun. As soon as he’s off the lead he’s in trouble with other dogs. Jack 
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Russells are compulsive scrappers, | 
suppose. Timmy picks fights with dogs 
often much bigger than he is, and I’m 
always having to break them up. Some- 
times it’s quite scary, but | can't always 
keep him on the lead. Dogs are meant to 
be free the same way people are.” 

Preoccupation with personal freedom 
takes a high precedence in Jennifer's 
way of looking at life. “It’s perhaps the 
most important thing of all, having the 
courage and opportunity to do your own 
thing. That's one reason why | love to 
walk down King’s Road on a Saturday 
afternoon and see all the wild get-ups the 


kids wear. They may look ridiculous to some people, but | think they're a way of saying 
‘| may be abank clerk second, but first of all I’m me’.” 

Jennifer rarely considers the future (‘I’m so busy enjoying now’) but would like to see 
other cities, starting with San Francisco (‘It looked marvellous in Bu//tt’’), and 
cherishes an ideal of her eventual mate. ‘“He would have Robert Redford’s looks, 
David Niven’s charm and Jonas Salk’s brains.’ She adds with a smile: “| may have to 
make concessions’. 


Not too many concessions, we'd say, contemplating the lady's assets. Oty 
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that animal's. 
Bt converted his basement into what he called his 


i ‘tables, 
in cutters, beakers, and chemicals of all sorts, plus 
a dirty and oversized long white coat in which 


A FABLE OF OUR TIME BY RORY HARRITY 


s Song: his Humberecs conceits, the fox 

“\ saw himself as a gifted inventor. For 
ee example, a maze of pulley-supported 
Spee) ran from his bedside to various parts of 


the house. In. theory, he had only to tug the 
st ‘appropriate strings on awakening, then lie back 


fii in drowsy. comfort while curtains parted, eggs 
ane boiled, coffee percolated, and toast browned. 


Br The fact that these devices were unreliable and 


Fi frequently disastrous did nothing to dampen 
inventive ardor. He had even 


| “laboratory” , fitting it out with experiment 
Bunsen burners, test tubes, metal 


to conduct his experiments. 

~ Among his projects, the fox devoted several 
months to a rocket-powered boomerang which 
would imitate the flight of a duck. His theory 
' was that actual ducks would “home in” on the 
_ decoy and so be effortlessly drawn into the 
waiting paws of hungry captors. All that 


Pee happened, needless to tell, was that, far from 


& rocketing, the boomerang repeatedly plum- 
meted to the ground. And the only time it 
- functioned, at all it homed in on the fox with 


~ such deadly and fiery accuracy that he was 


obliged in sheer self- defense to abandon the 
es contrivance. 

_ Another time, the fox worked on a system for 
U perteesine, the energy of falling trees. He 


reasoned that thousands of trees were falling 


every day’ all over the world, producing an 
enormous force which was going to waste. 


‘Accordingly — he constructed an_ elaborate 


prototype comprising strings, pulleys, reduct- 


jon gears, an old dynamo and several storage 


batteries. Having hooked this up to a tree top 
by means of his thickest and longest string, the 
_ fox would chop down the tree and step back to 
_ observe the results. 
On the first tryout, the falling tree catapulted 
the entire apparatus a distance of some 500 
_yards. Grim but undeterred, the fox reassembled 
everything, hooked up to another tree and 
chopped away. This time the tree fell at an 


- unforeseen angle, crushing the apparatus. The 
- fox cursed, fumed, tinkered, readjusted, rebuilt 


and tried again. This time the tree neither 
catapulted the apparatus nor fell on it. What it 
did do was to fall on the fox, pinning him to the 


ground in a tangle of branches till he was 


- rescued by the passing bear. 


| ‘The incident was soon the cause of merti- 


LD: ‘PENTHOUSE 


ment throughout the Piney Woods, but the fox 
was not an animal to give up easily where his 
vanity was involved. So the lights in his base- 
ment “laboratory” burned long into the night 


as he wrestled defiantly with the mysteries of 


SCIENCE. 
lead bricks were placed in foul-smelling 


chemical solutions on the off-chance that they 


would turn to gold. An obsolete transformer 
was wired to a lightning rod in the hope of 
harnessing the electricity of lightning strikes. A 
device for redirecting rain to flood rabbits out of 
their burrows into strategically placed nets was 
riaged up, but never tried, owing to drought. 

Then, one dark night in the small hours—after 
he had nearly electrocuted himself—the fox 
staggered to his drinks cupboard and poured 
himself a stiff brandy, which he downed at one 
go. Thus fortified, he returned to his laboratory 
and began to think. Slowly, a gleam stole into 
his reddened eyes. A few moments later he 
cried out “Eureka!” in a voice so loud and 
piercing that it shattered several retorts and 
awakened an entire family of stoats next door. 

Early next day, the fox set about the imple- 
mentation of his brainwave, and a day or two 
later he accosted the toad, the rat and the 
badger as they strolled together across a 
clearing. 

“Well I'll be dang-blasted,” said the toad to 
the fox, “if it isn't Alexander Graham Balls-up!” 

“Isaac Numbskull in the flesh!” exclaimed 
the rat. 

“How, may | ask,” 
mock politeness, “are your fur-bearing turkeys 
progressing ? (Here he was referring to another 
of the fox’s far-fetched projects.) 

When his friends had stopped falling about at 
their own jokes, the fox addressed them in the 
coolest and most self-confident of voices. ‘‘It 
may interest you to know, gentlemen, he said, 
“that my hours of agony, days of despair and 
months of frustration have at last been 
crowned with a spectacular success.” 

“You're not going to tell me,’ said the toad, 
“that youve come up with something that 
actually works 2?" 

“That, replied the fox with hauteur, “‘is 

exactly what I'm going to tell you.” Whereupon 


he produced a vial of amber-colored liquid 
and held it up for general inspection. 


_“Whuzzat?” said the rat dubiously. 
“This is Potion X33," answered the fox, “and 
f | do say so myself, it is one of the scientific 


| breakthroughs of our times.” 


inquired the badger with 


“What's itsupposedtodo ?”’ asked the badger. 

“In view of your obvious doubts,” the fox 
said, “| think that a simple demonstration is 
called for.” Whereupon he put the vial to his 
lips and drained it to the dregs. Nothing hap- 
pened for several minutes. And then, from all 
directions, forms were seen approaching. 
Closer inspection revealed them to be seven 
vixens of a most attractive cast, who con- 
verged on the fox and began to stroke, fondle 
and generally caress him in all manner of 
intimate ways. 

“God's bones!" cried the toad. 

“God's teeth!’ cried the rat. 

“As you can plainly see, my friends,” said the © 
fox, “it works like a charm. Calm yourselves a 
moment my dears,” he added to the vixens. 

“Are you implying,” said the badger to the 
fox, “that there's a connection between the 
appearance and behavior of these... er. 
ladies and the swallowing of that potion i 

“What else?’ said the fox. “| have dis- 
covered that in the male of the species, X33 
produces sexual radiation of a high intensity— 
so high, in fact, that no female within a radius 
of five miles is able to, er, withhold her favors.” 

“Now if you gentlemen will excuse us,” the 
fox added to the astonished animals, “‘these 
charming vixens and myself must deal with © 
certain personal matters which require urgent 
attention.’ And the fox and his retinue retired 
to the privacy of the forest. 

“| gotta get some of that stuff,” said the toad 
huskily, as he watched the fox disappear. 

In this sentiment he was not alone. Word of 

the fox’s wonderful potion spread like wildfire 
among the Piney Woods males, and by night- 
fall a queue had formed outside his house. The 
fox dispensed X33 (honey and water) to all 
comers at prices so exorbitant that in a 
short time he had recouped the costs of all his 
mad experiments, plus enough over to pay off 
the vixens who had epee in perpetrating the 
ruse. , 
Better still, the fox’s customers were so 
chagrined and humiliated at having been so 
completely hoodwinked that they vouchsafed 
him not a single complaint. The foxs experi- 
ments in science ceased, and no more jokes 
were made about his addiction to invention. 


Moral: You can bankrupt or cuckold a man 
who's made a fool of you, but only a Maser 


can aval at him. ae 
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WHAT THEY CALL 


“SKIN HUNGER’ 


FICTION BY GARSON KANIN 


With a 
tight husband 
and a generous 
lover, can a girl ever 
get to wear 
a chinchilla 
coat? 


HE first time she felt his fingers on her throat, she—or, 
T eatter. her skin--wanted them elsewhere as well. She 

had never known such a gentle touch. The throbbing 
pain in her larynx or pharynx or trachea or whatever (she had 
not been able to isolate the point of her discomfort) appeared, 
all at once, ta disappear. 

“Tell me if | hurt you,” he said. His voice was eve more 
tender than his touch 

“No.” she said. “Feels lovely. | mean, better.” 

She was half-reclining on her bed in the bedroom of her 
suite at The Ritz-Carlton, Boston, wearing a sheer pink 
nightgown and a matching cashmere bedjacket. 

lhe doctor continued his delicate explorations, His finger 
tips, exerting a slight sympathetic pressure, were smoothly 


TD 


moving to the back of her neck while his strong masculine 
thumbs stayed anchored on her collarbone. She sensed that 
his fingertips were in clear communication with her nerve 
ends. She closed her eyes. The sensation became that of 
many hands at work. Four? Six? She considered voicing 
this impression and, having decided against it, was startled 
to hear herself saying: “You certainly have an awful lot of 
fingers, doctor.” 

“Yes,” he said, tugging at her bedjacket. ‘‘Can you slip 
this off, please ?” 

“Certainly.” 

She sat up and, with his help, divested herself of her bed- 
jacket. He took it from her and tossed it onto the foot of the 
bed. She began to lie back in her former position, but felt 
his palm on her back. 

“No, no,” he said. “| want you up.” 

He moved above her and turned her body easily in order 
to have her back-to. Again, those fingers. Were these, she 
mused, what they meant by “healing fingers” ? 

“Certainly makes it feel better, that.” 

The doctor laughed, lightly. ‘Probably something to do 
with that new thing they call ‘skin hunger’,”’ he said. 

“What's that?” 

He continued his action as he said: ““A new theory that 
everyone's skin—yours, mine—desires contact, stroking, 
caressing. There's a clinic here where they use it as a therapy 
for disturbed children.” 

“Are you trying to tell me something ?” she asked. 

“No, | just meant that—" 

“Ow !"" she moaned. 

“Where 2?” he asked. ‘Here ?” 

NR 


“We'd better drop this,” he said, untying the ribbon at the 
back of her nightgown’s collar. A moment later, she slipped 
the nightgown from her shoulders. 

‘| hope there’s no law against topless in this town,” she 
said. 

There was a pause before he said, “Not that | know of,” 
in a way that made her instantly regret the feeble joke she had 
used to cover her embarrassment. The doctor continued, this 
time with his thumbs at the base of the back of her neck, his 
fingers probing for new areas of sensitivity. 

“Tell me if | hurt you,” he said. 

This time she neither heard nor felt him. She was still 
abashed But wait, her defense mechanism cautioned, 
consider the circumstances: A beautiful young actress 
(Alison Bannerman) on the threshold of stardom, develops 
a bad throat during the Boston tryout. The stage manager 
(Bill Amos) recommends this outstanding ear, nose and 
throat man (Dr. Mitchell Weld) to treat her. Missed per- 
formances at this crucial point are out of the question. 
Desperate revisions are being made daily. Scenes and lines 
and sets and costumes are in a continuing state of chaotic 
flux. Thus, the best possible doctor must be called in. Was 
it her fault he turned out to be young and: attractive (in a 
doctor way, rather than an actor way) and full of charm ? 
Had he been your conventional Boston physician, she would 
not have felt so ill-at-ease, but his attitude, his youth, had 
made her self-conscious and the damned dumb joke had 
slipped out in an attempt to mask her uptightness. And then, 
of course, there was his touch. 

“Ow!” This time it was not a moan but a sharp cry of pain. 

“Sorry,”’ he said. 

He moved his head over her shoulder. The searching 
pressures were barely perceptible. Now they stopped, and 
she knew, In a way that a beauty knows such things, that 
he was looking down at her breasts. They were, indeed, a 
superlative feature of her anatomy and she was accustomed 
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to having them scrutinized. |t crossed her mind that if he 
had to look at them, his angle could be more advantageous. 

The pressure of his fingers recommenced, but in a new 
language. Why, she wondered as she blushed, were her 
nipples stiffening ? 

“Right,” he said. ‘| think we've got it. You can put your 
things back on.’ He moved to the foot of the bed to retrieve 
her bedjacket. 

She reached down to the sleeves of her nightgown, but 
found herself hesitating. Not yet. Wait. Just till he gets 
down there. Is he going to look up ? No. Wait. He’s going to. 

He did. His eyes caught, he swallowed and said: ‘’Jesus.” 

He brought the bedjacket to her as she lifted her night- 
gown gracefully into place. She tied the ribbon at the back. 
He helped her on with her bedjacket and she moved back 
into her original position. 

He looked at her, and it a cigarette. 

She asked: ‘What kind of a throat specialist are ‘you, 
anyway ? Smoking.” 

“Mediocre.” 

“All right if / smoke 2?” 

“Certainly not.” 

They smiled at one another during a long look. His eyes 
fell from hers to her throat—she could feel them there—and 
moved lower still. 

“Next time,” he said softly, “| hope it's something wrong 
there.” 

“What 2” she said, shocked. 

He took a long strong drag on his cigarette, exhaled it 
and said: ‘Yes. !’d sure like to-get my hands on them.” 

His eyes returned to hers, but neither he nor she was 
smiling now. She reached for a cigarette, and lit it. 

“I’m surprised at you, doctor,” she said hoarsely. ‘’l really 
am. 

“I'm surprised at myself. I’m quite a proper Bostonian, as 
a rule, though | come from Provo, Utah.” 

“What about my throat ? Can | play tonight ?” 

“Yes. Actually you don't need me at all. There’s no infection 
of any kind, no organic defect, no damage. | recommend no 
medication or palliative at all—unless you'd like to suck on 
some Slippery Elm lozenges. If the pharmacy downstairs 
doesn't have them, send down to Durgin-Park’s. They 
always do.” 

She felt put down, belittled, and asked: ‘Shouldn't | 
gargle with something 2” 

“Sure. Why not?” 

“Well, with what ?” 

“Anything you like. It won't hurt you.” 

She clutched her throat and cried, “But there’s something 
the matter here. | know it!” 

“I’m coming to that. Meanwhile, let go of it. You'll strangle 
yourself.” 

She took her hand from her throat and said: “Go ahead.” 

“You need the ministrations of either an osteopath or a 
physiotherapist. We have good people in both fields at the 
hospital. I'd say Mr. Clements, one of our physios, would be 
the man. He works wonders. Unless you'd prefer a female.” 

“| don’t care. | want the best.” 

“Let me see if | can get Clements for you right away. May 
| use your phone 2” 

Without waiting for a reply, he moved out into the sitting 
room. She wondered why he had not simply picked up the 
phone at his elbow. A minute later, as she was hurriedly 
brushing her hair and putting on a swift makeup, she reflected 
that he may have somehow divined her longing to do so. 
Was that why he had gone into the other room? The fine 
old mysterious man-woman game was in ping-pong 
progress. 

She was sitting up in bed again when he returned. He was 
aware that the room had been newly perfumed with a 
gardenia-like scent, but could see no change in his patient 
since he had thought her absolute perfection from the 


@The pressure of his fingers recommenced, 
but in a new language. Why, 
she wondered as she blushed, 
were her nipples stiffening ?® 


moment of their meeting. 
“He'll be here within the hour,” he said. 
“You still haven't told me what the trouble is.” 
“Muscle spasm. They're delicate up around there. Cut off 
blood supply. Can be painful as hell, | know.” 
“Yes,” she said, pleased to have a bit of commiseration at 
last. “What causes it?” 
“Tension. Stress.” 
H@Ohise 
“And in your case, | can certainly understand it. You sure 
have got your problems over there at the Colonial.” 
“What 2?” she asked, bristling. 
“| saw the show,” he said. “Opening night.” 
Players during tryouts are not people, they are exposed 
nerves. They feed on compliments, no matter how insignifi- 
cant, regardless of source. They are eaten away by criticism, 
even if understanding or well-intended. Surrounded as they 
are, during this period, by friends and family and agents and 
well-wishers, they hear little plain truth. 
“We're working on it,” she said stiffly. 
“Good Lord, | should think so,” he said. She was on the 
verge of asking him what the hell he knew about it, delaying 
only to sharpen the point of her barb. He continued. “'| 
thought you were great, though.” 
“Oh 2” she whispered. 
“Best thing tn it.” 
“Thank you.” 
“Look here.” 
speak, stopped. 
“What is it?” she asked, knowing the answer. 
“Well,” he replied, “| never thought I'd get to say the 
classic line, but here goes. What are you doing after the 
show tonight ?” 
She studied him. “Are you married, Dr. Weld ?” 
“No, Miss Bannerman, | am not.’ 
“| see.’ 
“But I'm going to be.” 

ON 


He wet his lips, nervously. He began to 


“Yes. To you.” 


During the ensuing week, an arduous courtship began and 
continued. Mr. Clements had indeed turned up and worked 
his wonders. Dr. Weld had called for her at the Colonial 
stagedoor with—to her surprise—a chauffeured limousine. 

“Are you rich ?”’ she asked. 

“Fabulously,” he answered. 

“From doctoring ?” 

“No. Born rich. Mining people.” 

“Oh, that’s good.” 

“Why 2" 

“Well, | wouldn't like you if you'd gotten this rich out of 
doctoring.”’ 

“Why not?” 

“| don't think doctors should.” 

“Get out of this car,”’ he ordered. 

“Fat chance,” she said, laying her head on his shoulder. 
They spent the night together and in the morning, over 
codfish cakes, he: proposed, formally. 

“You are one hell of a guy,” she said. “But give me a 
month or two.” 

“Nonsense.” 

“You're asking me to change my whole life—and future— 


and | can’t think right now.’ 
“You want me to twist your arm ?” 
“No.” 
“Should | get Mr. Clements to twist your arm ?” 

She laughed. They held a look. 

“| have another idea,” he said. 

She shook her head, briefly, and said: 
breakfast.” 

“Don’t tell me,” he said. “ 
things.” 

“You certainly do.” 

She had never experienced a week such as the one which 
followed. She had had good times and difficult ones—but 
never had the two been so unnervingly co-mingled. At the 
theatre, rehearsals were taut and harsh; performances, 
fitful and uneven ; post-performance meetings, argumentative 
and unresolved. 

Conversely, her new \ife with Mitch (as she now called 
him) was increasingly rich and satisfying and promising. 
There was a certain amount of difficulty in co-ordinating 
their schedules, but they managed. Their trysts often took 
place at odd hours. She would return from the theatre at 
3:10 a.m. to find him waiting. He might drop by in his lunch 
hour. Once he stopped by at 5:30 a.m., on his way to the 
hospital. From time to time he would give her a B-12 shot 
—and take one himself. The affair flourished. 


“Too soon after 


I'm a doctor. | know about such 


Bill Amos, the stage manager, had just called half-hour and 
lay stretched out on the sofa in Alison’s dressing room, 
where she sat at her dressing table, making up. Although he 
was behind her, the wall-sized mirror placed them in perfect 
visual communication. ; 

“What's happening with you, Al?” he asked. 

Alison’s concentration left a false eyelash. 

“Say again.” 

iy asked what's going on with you.” 

“Befuddlement. And on the flip side—confusion. If they'd 
only stop biting on each other and put their attention on the 
play—" 

“| don’t mean around here. | mean out there. In the world.” 

“Well. | cry a lot.” 

She affixed a second false eyelash with care. 

“You don’t want to tell, huh ?” asked Bill. 

“Tell what ?” 

“What's with you.” 

“Nothing. What makes you think something ?” 

“The look of you,” he said. “Remember, I’m the world’s 
greatest Alison Bannerman looker. I've been looking at you 
for two years and four months. On stage, off, on the tube 
and even etcetera. | can tell your moods and your various 
conditions just from the look of you.” 

“And what do you see now, ol’ pal 2?” 

“Radiance.” 

She rose, dropped her dressing gown, and stood for a 
moment in panties and bra, checking her hairdress. 

Bill moved automatically to a rack, took down her Act 
One dress and handed it to her as he continued. ‘You've got 
that halo look girls get when they know somebody’s nuts 
about them.’” He began to hook up and zipper the back of 
her dress, expertly. “Only it has to be somebody they want 
to be nuts about them. Like for instance, 77e—| haven't been 
able to produce even a 10-watt flicker of it.” He finished 
Zippering. “There you go.” 

He returned to the sofa. 

“Hey,” she said. “You forgot something.” 

“Like what ?” 

“That little slap on the bottom when you say, ‘There you 
go’. 

“| know. | don’t feel friendly enough toward you to slap 
you bottom. Not today.” 

She sat down and began to put on her jewelry. 

He leaned over, put his cheek on hers and pressed. 
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“Don't do anything hasty,’ he whispered. He left. 


As it happened, Alison failed to heed the advice, though ° 


she thought of Bill Amos as the best friend she had, and the 
wisest. 

It was in his summer company in Vermont that they had 
met. He believed in her, stuck to her in New York, and intro- 
duced her around. He had found her four television com- 
mercials which had kept her going, located an agent who 
shared his faith in her, saw her through four flops, and had 
recommended her for this role. Through it all, his advances 
had been no more than tentative, and though he made his 
feeling for her clear, he was never importunate. He told her 
once that he could be patient, in this instance, because he 
knew as well as he knew anything that their time would 
come. 

She married Dr. Mitchell Weld between the matinee and 
night performances of the closing Saturday in Boston. 

He had arranged a two-week leave and planned to go 
with the company to New York for the opening. Alison’s 
mother flew in from Detroit with her husband; and her father 
drove down from Blue Hill, Maine, with his wife. Her half- 
sister, a government career girl, came up from Washington 
to act as maid-of-honor, but had to leave directly after the 
ceremony. 

The whole company of the play was present, including a 
pale Bill. That night, he made the first blunder he had ever 
made as a stage manager, inadvertently ringing down the 
curtain on Act Two some four minutes early. It was necessary 
to ring up again and play a shaky near-meaningless act 
ending. Bill apologized to the company en masse as well as 
individually, and that night gave his two-week notice. 

It proved to be academic, since the play opened on 
Thursday (after two previews) and closed on Saturday. 
Alison's reviews were uniformly good, but meant nothing to 
her since she had already made the irrevocable decision to 
retire from the stage. She reasoned that she had given it 
over three years and it had given her little in return, with the 
exception of meeting Mitch. The glamor was gone, her 
passion had cooled. Further, she now doubted her talent in 
the face of the stiff competition she had come to know. 

Mitch had no part in this resolve. In fact, he was perfectly 
prepared to blend his career with hers but was relieved when 
Alison told him what she had decided. 

The swift closing gave them time for an unexpected honey- 
moon. They flew to Montego Bay, and spent a hideaway 
week becoming acquainted. 

On the whole, they found themselves to be gratifyingly 
mated. Their views on politics, religion, and philosophy were 
close enough for comfort. Their tastes in food, art, and 
literature were remarkably alike. Her respect for his aspirations 
in his work impressed him. His admiration for her aims in life 
was great. 

Each found only a single discordant quality in the other, 
but these were not—nor were they ever to be—directly 
discussed. She observed, with some dismay, that he was 
curiously penurious. 

Knowing him to be wealthy, she was surprised when they 
flew down tourist class. She had assumed it was all he could 
get at the last minute. After all, the thing had been unplanned. 
Soon after takeoff, however, she noticed that the first-class 
section was nearly deserted. Further, she observed that he 
was a quarter-tipper, causing taxi-drivers, porters and 
waitresses to react with smirks, smiles, or silences. 

During along salt-water soak one afternoon, she ruminated 
about all this. A common idiosyncracy of the born rich ? 
Could the habit change ? Would it ? Would it extend to her ? 
Did she mind? She had some money of her own, but now 
that she would no longer be earning any, it might melt 
quickly if she were forced to use it for her needs. She drew 
herself up sharply and, drying, decided she was making too 
much of the matter. He was a superior man and now her 
husband and he loved her and would provide for her and 
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what are you, anyway ? Some kind of a gold digger ? 

Mitch, for his part, had made note of the fact that Alison 
tended to be extravagant. He had gone shopping with her 
and thought her opening-night gifts to the members of the 
company too lavish, especially the gold and sapphire cufflinks 
from Tiffany's for Bill Amos. 

He thought her apartment on East 64th Street beyond her 
means, and was stunned when the Matisse reproduction he 
admired proved to be an original. At the airport, he had 
wondered why she bought $9.00 worth of magazines when 
there are complimentary reading copies on the plane; and 
on their arrival in Jamaica, was troubled when she left all 
the magazines on the plane. He thought it an oversight until 
she explained, ‘‘l've seen them.” 

He had vetoed her suggestion that she keep her New York 
apartment. She saw it as a great convenience. He saw it as an 
unthinkable waste. Reluctantly, not without a wrench, she 
sublet it to a Hollywood friend who was in New York to do 
a play. 

But these two contrary characteristics were overshadowed 
by the positive aspects of their relationship. 

They returned to Boston, to the Weld house in Louisburg 
Square. What it lacked in size it made up in charm and, tn 
any case, was well-suited to the minimal social needs of their 
life. It was proficiently managed by a single cook-maid and 
a twice-a-week cleaning woman. Mitch’s secretary, Mrs. 
Gleason, supervised every detail of the operation of the 
house as well as his office. She was a trim and efficient 
widow whom Mitch had met during his military service. 

Alison learned that serious doctors continue to study and 
that this absorbs much of their time and concentration. She 
accompanied Mitch to medical meetings and conventions 
and conferences in Chicago, Seattle, and Detroit. She tried 
to find these trips enjoyable and on two occasions had 
attended the discussions. They made her sick to her stomach. 
She did not enjoy the sensation of feeling herself to be a 
stranger. Even the time when they went to New York, the 
hotel, the dinner parties, and the people she encountered 
had made her feel an outsider. 


Back in Boston, Alison reasoned that all this was part of 
marital readjustment. She went to The Old Corner Book 
Store, bought several books on the subject, read them, and 
was drawn into a reading program which occupied her 
happily for eight months. She felt herself undergoing a 
fascinating metamorphosis, settling in. 

A significant change had overcome Mitch, as well. Aside 
from his devotion to otolaryngology, he had never been 
especially ambitious. Now, as a result of the marriage, his 
drives and aspirations took on new dimensions and he found 
himself involved in extra-clinical activities. Committees and 
conferences claimed much of his attention and, to no one’s 
surprise but his own, he found himself one morning appointed 
Director-General of his hospital. 

Alison was proud of him and of her part in his rise, 
though it meant still further inroads on their life together. 
Still, she knew—in the way that some wives know such 
things—that this was one marriage which was Safe, inviolate. 
Whatever the pressures and demands, they would see it 
through. A life needs an axis and her marriage was hers. 
Nothing, ever, no matter what, would be allowed to change 
that. 

The call from Washington excited them both, especially 
since it came at 4:10 a.m. By 9:00, with the help of Mrs. 
Gleason, who had in her turn been awakened and sum- 
moned, they were ready to leave for Logan Airport. In 
Washington, working out the particulars of the post of 
Special Medical Consultant took time. Mitch, in the grip of 
high-level Executive Order dealings, was not-in control of 
his time and was able to return to The Madison only inter- 
mittently. 

Alison went sightseeing ; one evening to The Arena Stage, 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 124 
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TUO WOMEN 


CLOSE-UP 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY JAMES BAES 


recurring hypothesis in more than one philosophical 

system maintains that human malevolence, with all its 

attendant ills, must needs exist in order to clarify 

and dramatise the superiority of human love. 

Contrariwise, the French philosopher Rousseau 

held that love was the natural predilection of. 

humankind from birth, needing no contrasts to 

demonstrate its value; and that, moreover, love was the essential 

spirit of man, the potential cornerstone of his soul and the primary 
motive force of his being. 

What is certain is that love in its all multifarious forms has been the 
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subject of more conjecturings—written, spoken and sung—than any 
other aspect of human relations. Understandably so, because love is 
amorphous: its directions and activities can never be fully understood 
nor contained, never harnessed and certainly never predicted. Love 
has no identifiable mass, it would appear—only volume. 

Dutch-born James Baes, the prestigious Continental photographer 
who took these pictures, is yet another theorist who here investigates 
and interprets the elusive character of mutual attraction. ‘I’ve never 
been a traditionalist in my photography or my thinking,” says Baes, 
“and for a long time | had felt that an intimate relationship between 
two young women was somehow perfectly natural. After all, girls in 
school are always getting ‘crushes’ on each other—they hold hands, 
comb each other's hair, and generally touch each other a great deal. 
Also, it’s interesting to note that there’s never been any legislation 
enacted against two women in love, which means it’s never been 


socially unacceptable.” 

Such postulates and conclusions on love 
are, by definition, as arguable as anyone else's, 
yet photographer Baes was primarily interested 
in capturing and evaluating the visual aesthetics 
of his theory. He chose Venice as the romantic 
venue for his pictorial probings and invited two 
girls—Lottie Gunthart and Eva Zanzinger—to 
join him in the incomparable canal city of the 
Doges. 

Lottie, an art student from Vienna, had never 
met Munich-based Eva until the day the 
shooting began. “My original plan,’ recalls 
Baes, “was to explore the visual harmonics 
and inherent symmetry of two young females 
in close proximity. | was experimenting with 
shapes and forms more than anything else. 
At first, when | suggested various poses and 
situations to the girls they were stiff and self- 
conscious. But at some point in the second 
day’s shooting, they started to loosen up. They 


began to enjoy being photographed together, began to find 
what they were doing natural—and as soon as that happened, 
the pictures took on a vitality of their own. On the third day, 
| tried to photograph the girls not as they were, but as | imagined 
they would like to appear to each other. By then, you see, the 
girls themselves were suggesting most of the poses and scenes, 
so it was a question not so much of photographing people, 
as trying to catch the greater reality behind their actions”. 

The project over, Lottie and Eva lingered together in Venice 
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for several days, before returning home. Venice- 
based Baes stayed put, examining the photo- 
graphic outcome of the operation. “It’s true | 
organized the whole thing and took the pictures,” 
muses Baes, “but in going through the shots, | saw 
that at some point the girls had taken over. It was 
almost as if | hadn’t been there. And | began to 
wonder, how much of it was just the job and the 
photographer, and how much of it was genuine, 
spontaneous feeling between them ?” O—gy 
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It rankled. | itched. | felt impotent. Max suggested. stopping 
~ the traveller's cheque and sending a claim for our expenses - 


to the film company, but if insisted that it was less the money 
than the principles involved. Mag ggie smiled quietly to herself, 
which she was apt to do when men spoke of Principles. By 
midnight we had formulated a plan. Then | slept and dreamt 
of witches and baby octopi and Dreamboat and Maggie and 
Max and Yvonne and me ina threshing machine. 

Next morning the plan still seemed feasible and my 
determination had, if anything, strengthened. during. the 
night. The weather had grown colder and we breakfasted 
indoors. The Island newspaper carried the momentous news. 


that Harry Saltzman was. setting up a new Project ‘an the 
Island (Mick Jagger as Kit Marlowe). “and © 
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FASHION BY RON BUTLER/PHOTOS BY J. BARRY O’ROURKE 


PERE ae a 


RADIO’S “COUSIN 
BRUCIE” FINDS THERE 
IS MORE THAN ONE 
WAY TO SKIN A CAT. 


In this age of ecology and heightened concern over the fate 
of the animal kingdom, the words “fur coat’ can be fighting 
words indeed. However, not everyone who wears a fur or other 
animal skin coat need feel like a villain in a Walt Disney film. 
According to the Endangered Species Conservation Act of 1969 
(Public Law 91-135, 83 Stat. 275), only such animals as the tiger, 
snow leopard and Chinese clouded leopard, commonly used in 
fashion, are threatened with world-wide extinction and thus may 
no longer be imported into the country. The use of other cats 
such as the cheetah, lynx, jaguar and ocelot is also strongly 
frowned on and pending the amendment of existing laws may 
soon be officially “off limits.’”” Most reputable furriers, in fact, 
have already stopped using them. Others furs, particularly those 
that are ranch-raised specifically for pelts—mink, chinchilla and 
such—know no restrictions other than financial. Similarly, skins 
that are plentiful such as soft, ginger-colored Tembu (that’s 


Swahili for elephant), Himalayan goat, water buffalo and Argen- 
tinian frog are okay to use commercially for anything from belts 
and handbags to wallets and jackets. 

On these pages, displaying some approved fashion furs is 
handsome, debonair man-about-the-WABC-radio-dials, Bruce 
Morrow. Cousin Brucie, as he’s known to listeners in more than 
40 states, can well afford a fur or two. At 33, a top-rated deejay, 
movie actor (he’s currently in Woody Allen’s “Bananas’”’), author, 
TV guest star and sportcar racer, he earns close to $200,000 a 
year. He has his serious side. A member of President Nixon’s 
national panel on drug abuse, he frequently tours the country 
expounding to youth groups everywhere on the evils of drugs. 
Also shown on these pages, wearing women’s furs, is lovely 
Tina McDowall who, as last September’s Pet and covergirl, 
proved she has some top rated, finely distributed and highly 
appealing skin of her own. 


BRUCE MORROW 

WEARS A BLACK DYED 
KALAGAN GOAT COAT, $495, 
AND TINA WEARS A DYED 
MINK PAW COAT WITH FOX 
TRIM, $1,500, BOTH BY 
GEORGES KAPLAN. 


OPPOSITE PAGE: BRUCE 
WEARS A NATURAL 
MOUNTAIN LION COAT BY 
BEN KAHN, $1,650. 
(ALTHOUGH A MEMBER OF 
THE CAT FAMILY, MOUNTAIN 
LIONS ARE UNDER BOUNTY 
IN A NUMBER OF STATES 
AND MAY BE USED AS 
FASHION FURS.) 


BELOW: WITH HIS 440 CUSTOM-DESIGNED PLYMOUTH 
“SUPERBIRD” IN THE BACKGROUND, BRUCE HAS ON A BLUE 
DYED HAIR SEAL COAT BY MICHAEL FORREST, $1,995. TINA 
WEARS A CHINCHILLA COAT WITH A WHITE MINK HOOD 

BY BEN KAHN, $9,500. 


PEARL ASSOC. 


$35,000. HER PEARLS ARE BY THE CULTURED 


ON A BELTED NATURAL RUSSIAN SABLE COAT BY MICHAEL 
FORREST, 


TOP RIGHT: BRUCE WEARS A BELTED MAXI COAT OF NATURAL 
LAMB PAWS BY GEORGES KAPLAN, $495. TINA MCDOWALL HAS 


BOTTOM RIGHT: COUSIN BRUCIE WEARS A NATURAL ZEBRA 
COAT BY MICHAEL FORREST, $2,500. TINA WEARS NATURAL 


BROWN BROADTAIL LAMB COAT BY BEN KAHN, $8,500. 
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NOTHING OF HAVING EVERYTHING, 
A LIST OF NOT-TO-BE-BELIEVED 
REASONS WHY YOUR NOT-SO- 
FAVORITE GIFT-GETTER MIGHT 
RETURN YOUR GUARANTEED-NOT- 
TO-BE-RETURNED GIFTS. 


1. THE ELITE LINE BY SPALDING features 
aluminum shafts and includes 1, 3, 4 woods, 
$112.50; 2 thru 9 irons, $210; pitching 
wedge, $26.25; TPM MODEL IV putter, $15. 
TAMPA, roomy ten-inch round golf bag, $120. 
I'd rather own a set of clubs where the 
members pay $1500 dues. 

2. 1971 HARLEY-DAVIDSON BAJA 100cc. 
Scrambler, designed for 

off-road racing or just plain fun. $670. 
Davidson’s ok, but Harley’s a pest. 

3. MATISSE POSTER BY MARBORO is just 
one of many ina fine collection of 

French Impressionist reproductions. 

$1 each. 

Don’t need a poster, I already have 

an original Graffitti. 

4. HAMMACHER SCHLEMMER’S PORTABLE 
DRY HEAT AND STEAM CABINET is perfect 
aid to any diet or physical fitness 

program. Fiberglas body, automatic 

timer, $305. 

No good. I even faint ina 

heated swimming pool. 

5. ELECTRIC PANTS PRESSER VALET 
not only holds your jacket, tie, 

belt, accessories, but presses 

pants with gentle heat. 

Automatic 30-minute timer. 

BY INVENTO, $150. 

Nope. Emile, my valet, already 

has one. 

6. FURS BY JANICE INTERNATIONAL 
include 12” x 12” colobus monkey 

pillow, $80; 16” x 16” natural 

wolf pillow, $105; ranch opossum 

pillow, $62.50; and 4’ square 

golden opossum floor pillow, $325. 

Ich! A 17-year-old’s idea 

of a French whorehouse. 

7. HOME VIDEO TAPE RECORDING 
SYSTEM BY ROBERTS includes camera, 
recorder and standard TV monitor, 

$1695. 

My God. Home skin flicks. But 

with my body, I’d only get 

laughs. Take it back. 

8. WASH AND WEAR LUGGAGE BY 
SEWARD FEAUTRES UNIROYAL’S 
NAUGAHYDE BODY. Men’s 
carry-on-two-suiter, $32; 

four-suiter, $45. 

What for? When | do get a 

vacation, | just stay home and 

take bubble baths. 

9. PACE-SETTER BY REYNOLDS 
ALUMINUM is a lightweight, portable 
exerciser for running or jogging, $99. 

Nah, exercise would give me ugly 
bulging muscles. 


1. XKE-ROADSTER BY BRITISH LEYLAND, 
two-seater has form-fitting reclining 

seats, fully-synchronized four-speed 
transmission, about $5500. 

Don’t want it. It’s the kind of car 

that makes cops give you a 

ticket when you’re parked at the curb. 

2. THE SPORTS BY RALEIGH is a classic 
touring bicycle. Standard equipment 
includes three-speed hub with 

trigger control, pump and touring 

bag, $74.50. 

This goes back. If you want to send 

me something British, send 

Jean Shrimpton. 

3. DECORATOR CANDLES BY CANDLE ART 
LTD., $4, $5 and $7. 

Stick one at my head, two at my feet, 
cross my arms over my chest, and 

I'll die happy. 

4. ELECTROHOME’S CIRCA 860 solid state 
stereo features a smoked acrylic bubble 
on a sculptured aluminum base, $169.50 
including speakers. 

Stereo is wasted on me; I’m deaf 

in one ear. 

5. BELL & HOWELL AUTO 8 cassette 
projector accepts either new Auto 8 
cassettes or any conventional 

reel, $219.95. 

This is actually pretty good, 

but I’m a bachelor and | 

don’t have any home movies. 

6. THE HEADSET BY PANASONIC is a 
battery operated FM and FM stereo 
portable music chamber, $99.95. 

I’m deaf in the other ear, too. 

7. RCA’S “EXQUISITE” is a 15-pound 
portable TV on a sculptured base, $110. 
Thank you, no. Like everybody else on 
welfare, | have a TV. 

8. DO-IT-YOURSELF SCULPTURE BY 
BONNIERS, $75. 

The Devil finds work for idle hands. 
Good. Let him find me some other work. 
9. NASSAU ROAD RACE SET BY 
STROMBECKER has more than 14 running feet, 
includes six-volt power pack, $21.50. 

I get car sick. 

10. EXECUTIVE TINKERTOY BY CHILD 
GUIDANCE, has 77 hardwood birch 

parts and blueprint, under $3. 

Damn foolishness, return it. 

11. EXECUTIVE GOURMET FOOD BASKET 
BY HOUSTON FOODS, $27.50. 

Sure, when they come up with poly- 
unsaturated pheasant, diet Gruyere and 
no-Cal caviar. Otherwise, forget it. 

12. THE HOT COMB BY REMINGTON is a 
dryer/styler that works with a 

comb or brush attachment, under $20. 
Who needs a dryer? Hair washing 

is for people over 30. 

13. INTERCON X CHESS SET AND PLEXI- 
GLASS BOARD BY GEORG JENSEN, $135. 
| don’t gamble. 

14. DIGITAL CLOCK BY BULOVA provides 
time-of-day in any of the world’s 24 

time zones, $575. 

In times like these, who wants to 

know what time it is in Moscow? 

Or anywhere else for that matter. 
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APHRODISIACS 


hen we speak of hunger for food 
Vf ere hunger for sex, we acknow- 

ledge the inseparable relation- 
ship between two of man’s basic needs. 
“You are what you eat” is a philosophy 
that goes back to primitive man: he 
copulated in the fields in the belief that 
the crops would share his fertility. He 
also deduced that if one ate the flesh of 
virile species, virility would be passed 
on—and eating an animal's sexual parts 
would be the most effective of all. 
Today science recognizes only three 
aphrodisiac contenders (cantharides, 
yohimbine, and damiana), but that 
does not prevent personal suscepti- 
bilities. One person may be stimulated 
by the carrot, another by the raw oyster, 
and someone else by acream puff. 

From my childhood days, | have heard 
grownups ascribe all kinds of aphro- 
disiacal effects to certain foods or drink. 
The oyster is credited with all manner of 
potency because it's filled with nature's 
elements, such as oxygen, nitrogen and 
hydrogen, and is exceptionally rich in 
phosphorus. Oysters, they say, build 
your teeth, make your skin clear, add 
some years to your life, nourish both 
belly, brain and reputedly your private 
parts. | love oysters in France, in 
America on all coasts, and in England, 
but | prefer to consume this memorable 
mollusc as a Frenchman does, opened 
in a cool month, quickly removed from 
its rough and irregular shell, so that the 
oyster still pulses and vibrates obscenely 
from the shock of fresh air striking it ! 

Eating, like sex, is atits most enjoyable 
when we employ all of our senses. There 
is a visual satisfaction at the sight of 
appetizing foods, and pleasing aromas 
and varying textures all help to create 
a State of euphoria conducive to sexual 
expression. Knowing this, French lovers 
and gourmets made an art of culinary 
seduction. The 19th century's celebrated 
cabinets particuliers—a form of private 
dining-room—had the bed a mere few 
steps from the table, making the transit- 
ion from sitting to lying an easy one. In 
an earlier age, imagine Madame du 
Barry feeding her amber-spiked bonbons 
to an aging Louis XV, her elegant table 
laden with rich and succulent foods, 
made from recipes handed down by an 
Arabian sheikh known to have satisfied a 
harem of 150 concubines and deflower- 
ed ‘twice eighty” virgins ina fortnight. 

The Arab civilization too has always 
been intrigued by aphrodisiacs, though 
mostly from a phallic outlook. Arabs 
became wholesalers of remedies from 
the Far East and Africa, adding the by- 
products of camel milk or hump as their 
own specialty. They traded the goods 
of India, curry, spices and even ghee as 


secret ingredients for self-control. From 
China came sharks’ fins and bamboo 
shoots, claimed as ingredients that 
would benefit a woman. At least the 
subtle use of spices and herbs created a 
sense of wellbeing by stimulating the 
flow of gastric juices. And pleasurable 
sensations induced in the stomach 
generally spread throughout the body 
and create a mood favorable for love. 
Here is a list of the condiments most 
often traded : 


Aniseed Fennel Pepper 
Artemisia Ginger Pimiento 
Cardamon Juniper Rosemary 
Cinnamon Marjoram Saffron 


Clove Mugwart Sage 
Curry Paprika Turmeric & 
Wormwood 


According to historian Ralph Fox, 
steak tartare has an erotic origin. Back in 
the 12th century, the young soldiers who 
served under Genghis Khan were re- 
quired to raid distant tribes in order to 
find partners. Before carrying off his 
booty, it was necessary to rape the girl 
of his choice, lest her male relatives steal 
her back. For the journey, food consisted 
of a piece of beef placed between saddle 
and horse. When the rider arrived at his 
destination, he had only to add mare’s 
milk to the tenderized beef, and the 
exhausted rider saw his masculinity 
flourish. 

In 14th-century Europe a popular 
soup for husbands and lovers was pre- 
pared from beans and a rooster’s vitals. 
Fennel and coriander soups are highly 
esteemed in the Mediterranean coun- 
tries, and crayfish, birds’ nest or shark’s 
fin are considered to inflame the pas- 
sions of the most unyielding paramour. 

If you would be seduced by one of 
these love philtres, take solace in know- 
ing that the victim is not morally re- 
sponsible for her actions .. . love is the 
rogue and Satan is the recipe. 

2 small onions 

4 cup chopped celery 

2 cloves minced garlic 

4 cup olive oil 

2 peeled and chopped tomatoes 
3 tbsps. parsley 

1 tbsp. pepper 

1 bay leaf 

Pinch of saffron 

3 Ibs unboned white fish 
3 cup dry white wine 

6 cups cold water 

2 dozen crayfish 

Sauté celery, onion and garlic in oil 
until soft and translucent. Add tomatoes, 
seasoning, fish, wine and water. Boil 
rapidly for 10 minutes. Strain and return 
stock to kettle. Bring to boil. Clean cray- 
fish and: drop into boiling stock. Cover 
and simmer until crayfish turn red, about 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 1#0 
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FORUM 5 | 
WERIDS MOST 
TON AND 
PERMISSIVE 
JOURNAL OF 


SEXUAL 
BEFAVIOK 


(7 #e<...._ Originating in England three years ago, Forum magazine 


j ‘Z aS .\ has established itself as the frankest and most 
| Qe stimulating socio-sexual document of our time, the first 
sh f Ay By \. international periodical exclusively devoted to the 
e \ S7-\ 7 — sympathetic and intelligent discussion of all aspects of 
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Saha So ee the human sexual condition in present day society. 
Forum is a “fiving handbook of love—its art and practice, its theory and 
objectives. Editorially, it contains a preponderance of readers’ letters incor- 
porating everything from the deep personal experiences to collective discussion 
— all carefully programmed to represent a full and uncompromising view of the 
human socio-sexual condition. It also contains a comprehensive personal 
advisory service, interviews in depth, ranging in interviewees from theologians 
to prostitutes, and articles written by world famous authorities on sexology. In 
short, Forum touches on every aspect of that most tenuous and complex area 
of social relations — love and human sexual behavior. 

In format, Forum is of digest size, a convenient 82" by 5:2”. It is printed on 
Sturdy fine-coated stock with second-color illustrations, saddle-stitched and 
bound tn 100 |b art board. 

Because of the revolutionary nature of its contents, Penthouse Publications, the 
creators of Forum, have waited until now to introduce Forum in its original 
unabridged form to the American public. We are taking this significant step 
because we believe that the moral and social climate in the U.S. today Is ready 
for Forum and because we are convinced that both the young and middle-aged, 
married and unmarried, desperately need the informed discussion of love, 
marriage and sex that Forum provides. 

Forum cannot be bought at the newsstands in the U.S.; it is available only by 
suoscription. However, to introduce Forum to American readers of Penthouse, 
a limited supply of single copies is available and will be mailed to you direct 
from the Penthouse offices in New York. Send for your introductory copy of 
Forum immediately. 


INTRODUCTORY COPY OF FORUM 


To: Forum Magazine, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 

Please send me an introductory copy of Forum Magazine for which | enclose one 
dollar. 

PLEASE PRINT: 

SVAN Hci SH Sebi Ze At ool A cae teetuciie uM aoe A Cea en uae ip una ONCE : 


PSTREET ue Baie Dea ad eal count ent me mand Ant eee ea ae 


CITY & STATE: 


APHRODISIACS 
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10 minutes. Serves 4 lovers. 

Nearly all peoples of the world have 
used and prized alcohol as an aphro- 
disiac. Maidens of antiquity were seduc- 
ed with mead. The Mayan Indians of 
Guatemala prepared a sweetened wine 
of fermented honey called ba/che. And 
before Columbus's time a brew made of 
damiana leaves was used during fertility 
rites. The aging Louis XV had amatory 
tonics made for him from Cognac, sugar 
and essences. Physiologically, spirits 
taken in moderation truly make the 
heart grow fonder: the blood vessels be- 
come dilated, the skin radiates warmth, 
blood gorges the genitalia and a ting- 
ling sensation ensues. Accompanied by 
fine cuisine, soft lights and music, this 


warm spirituous glow will lead straight 
to the boudoir. 

In the beginning, the cordial (from 
cordialis, meaning “of the heart”) was a 
love potion, a cure-all brewed by the 
local magician or monk—who, bending 
over his smoking pots, created won- 
drous potables with coriander, angelica 
root and various herbs rich in iodine. 
The list of liqueurs is endless, but con- 
sider these for magical effects : 
Advocaat, from Holland, often called 
egg brandy. 

Benedictine D.O.M., recorded 1510 by 
Dom Bernardo Vincelli. Compounded to 
restore the weary monks. A greenish- 
yellow liqueur flavored with herbs, 
peels and plants. 

Chartreuse V.E.P., a brandy made with 
an extract of herbs made to a still-secret 
formula developed in 1607 and given to 
monks of the Carthusian order. The 
French army discovered its restorative 
effects in 1848 and introduced it to 
France. 

Damiana, a golden liqueur made from 
extract of damiana and imported from 
Mexico. It is known as the “Liqueur for 
Lovers.” 

Galliano, asmooth-tasting amber cordial 
with a taste of aniseed. From Italy. 


Goldwasser, a brandy base flavored 
with herbs in which float small specks of 
gold leaf. 

Sambuca Romana, a sensuous, elegant 
liqueur with a taste of licorice and the 
magical property of wild elderbush. The 
Dolce Vita liqueur ! 

All of these cordials are so good they 
should be illegal. They are versatile 
spirits to be enjoyed in coffee or on the 
rocks. The most pleasure-loving college 
students from Southern California have 
come up with a new twist in drinks 
using one of them, Damiana. It’s called 
the “Panty Raid”. 

1 part Damiana 

1 part Gatorade 

4 jigger fresh lime juice 

Shake well and pour over ice. 


To all of this | can only add the advice 
of Priscianus Theodorus, a_ fourth- 
century doctor who prescribed this cure 
for impotence: ‘Surround the patient by 
beautiful girls and boys, and give books 
to read that would stimulate lust and In 
which love stories are suggestively 
treated.” Suggested reading: Aphro- 
disiac Cookbook (Troubador Press) ; 
Aphrodisiacs & Love Stimulants (Lyle 


Stuart). Og 
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HERE ARE FOUR GREAT PLACES 
“TO SAY SILOVE YOU? 


pape een 


Director of Resort Sales, Sonesta Hotels 
22 Central Park South, New York, N.Y. 10019 


We'll be saying "I do” on___ Cs atte). 
Please send us all the details on your four great places to say 
“L love you.” 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 
STATE 


Santa’s bag will be filled with fragrance 


this year—bottles of shaving lotion and 
cologne will more than ever take the 
place of such long-time gift favorites as 
socks, underwear and polka dot neck- 


ties. Current toiletry sales are hitting 
new all-time peaks. 
BY RON BUTLER | suppose modern-day puberty rites 


and rituals have something to do with 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 114 
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“Only trouble with hunting these chaps is their damnably short season.” 


CONTINUED FROM 
PAGE 112 


the fact that the most enthusiastic users 
of toiletries today are teenage boys 
intent on irresistibility. However, adult 
males, from bus drivers to Wall Streeters, 
have also fallen hard for the “stay as 
sweet as you are’ appeal that goes with 
today’s good grooming — standards. 
Thanks mostly to squeaky-clean tele- 
vision commercials, the use of fragrance 
has now become a subtle status symbol 
and part of man’s new concept of 
“total self’. And it’s just beginning. A 
Purdue University professor predicts 
that within the next five years American 
males will be using cosmetics almost as 
much as their wives; along with skin 
creams and lotions they'll also be using 
amild form of make-up. 

Such advances seem extreme, but 
men already know what they want and 


how to achieve it today through the 
use of fragrance. An outdoor man 
rebels at using anything but a mild 
woodsy or pine fragrance during the day 
but when he’s out on the town with a 
beautiful girl his tastes fast turn to more 
masculine, spicy scents—those deriving 
perhaps from West Indian nutmeg or 
bay oil, cinnamon from Asia, or cloves 
from Zanzibar. 

Cologne, of course, is one of the 
strongest versions of men’s fragrance. 
Its ingredients are primarily perfume, 
oil and water. Used in the past as a body 
splash, it is more popularly used today 
as arefreshant for the face. Like cologne, 
aftershave lotion is made from perfume, 
oil and water, but it contains about two- 
thirds less perfume. Pleasant and func- 
tional, it also contains alcohol to help 
heal shaving cuts and prevent infection. 
Specifically, cologne is designed to last 
throughout the day while aftershave, 
although more refreshing, has far less 
staying power. Fragrance, as all gentle- 
men know, should not be detectable to 
others more than 12 inches away, a 
point to remember on theater nights and 
at crowded Christmas parties. 

Featured on the barber chair are some 
of today’s most distinguished and 
popular fragrances. First on the left in 
the front row is a three-ounce tube of 
Braggi skin conditioning cream, by 
Revlon. It comes from Braggi’s complete 
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Piblowcdirs 


Chosen exclusively by the 
Conrad Hilton Hotel for their 
Imperial and Bridal Suites! 
Washable acetate satin in 
Gold, Black, Mint, Lilac, Or- 
chid, Pink, White, Blue or Red! 


SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 


Double Set (90x108) $17.50 
Twin Set (72x108) 17.25 
Queen Set (90x1221/2) 20.49 
King Set (108x1221/2) 23.99 
3 letter monogram on cases 1.50 


For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 
to double or twin price; $2.50 to 
queen price; $4.00 to king price. 


Send check or m.o. 
50% deposit on C.O.D.'s. 


Scintilla, Inc. 


4802 N. Broadway NO-12 
Chicago, III. 60640 


“Satin Originals for 20 Years.” 


Continental travel kit—at $40 a most 
elegant gift selection consisting of shave 
lather, face bronzer, cologne deodorant 
stick, cologne, shampoo, pre-blade beard 
softener, shave balm and a handsome 
leather travel case. Less extravagant but 
ever-popular, continuing first row from 
/eft, is English Leather aftershave, from 
$2 to $10 depending on the size, by 
Mem. The English Leather label covers a 
complete line of handsomely-packaged 
co-ordinated grooming essentials. Next 
is a 3.75 ounce bottle of Chiaro cologne, 
$7.50, a clear, masculine fragrance, 
distinctively packaged. Lanvin, long a 
leading name in fragrance for women, is 
now creating fine products for men as 
well. The three-ounce of Lanvin for Men 
shown is priced at $5.50. From the 
famous house of 4711, Cologne on 
Rhine, comes No. 4711 original eau de 
cologne. The 3.7 ounce blue and gold 
double shown is $4. Rechargable Rem- 
ington Lektro Blade 9 shaver, featuring 
extra sharp, quick change new dispos- 
able blades is available for about $35. 
Another giant name in the field of 
fragrance is Chanel. The gentleman's 
spray cologne by Chanel shown herein a 
handsomely-designed, spillproof, leak- 
proof container is priced at $5. Second 
row, from /eft: Yardley's classic aerosol 
cologne, in a frosted glass container, a 
subtle blend of traditional masculine 
bittersweet fragrances from the Con- 
tinent, is priced at $3. Sandalwood eau 
de cologne by Arden for Men, the clear 
bottle with the flat gold top, can be 
used as a friction rub for the hands as 
well as an after-bath rub: An 8-ounce 
bottle costs $8.50. Grand Marque 
shaving cologne, shown in a four ounce 
bottle, is a fragrance that captures the 
spirit of winning, designed especially for 
men of action, $5. Canoe eau de 
cologne by Dana, imported from France, 
is priced at $8.50 for the 8.42 ounce 
bottle shown. Pub aftershave by Revlon 
is a cool, bracing tonic that gives a clean 
‘taut’ feel to the face. Shown is a 3.75 
ounce bottle, $4. Back row, from /eft: A 
7.3 ounce bottle of Gin Fizz eau de 
toilette by Lubin of Paris, France, is $10. 
Caswell-Massey Jockey Club cologne 
water, from the Caswell-Massey Co., 
Ltd, chemists and perfumers of New 
York, in an 8 ounce sized bottle is 
$8.75. One of the biggest names in the 
men’s_toiletry field, Fabergé, also puts 
out one of the biggest bottles. Shown 
here is a $25 “Fifth” sized bottle of Brut. 

(It also comes in split and pint sizes.) 
Countess Mara, long distinguished for 
fine fashions for men, is now equally 
well-known for outstanding men’s colo- 
gne. The eight-ounce bottle of copper 
cologne shown here is $15. As ap- 
propriate for Christmas as it is for 
Valentine’s Day is Hammacher Schlem- 
mer’s “| Love You” cologne. A leather- 
cased, eight-ounce bottle as pictured 


costs$5. Oto 


ba ELLIS 
ON 
KINSEY 


THE KINSEY REPORT OF 1953 WAS THE OPENING SALVO OF THE SEXUAL REVOLUTION IN AMERICA. 

\ IN THIS ARTICLE, A NOTED PSYCHIATRIST ANALYZES THAT CLASSIC STUDY, AND EXAMINES ITS VALIDITY IN THE 
LIGHT OF TODAY'S SEXUAL CULTURE. 

PART ONE OF TWO, BY DR. ALBERT ELLIS 


WILSON MELEAN: 


20th century has been that of 

Dr. Alfred C. Kinsey. His work has 
been one of the most important pro- 
genitors of the sex revolution that has 
been sweeping the United States and 
the rest of Western civilization during 
the past decade. Kinsey himself might 
not have agreed. His own theory, 
largely echoed by those who have con- 
tinued his work at the Institute for Sex 
Research Inc. at Indiana University, was 
that the rea/ sex revolution occurred (at 
least in the United States) during the 
1920s, and that all the degrees of sexual 
liberation which have followed this 
period have been incidental and evolu- 
tionary, rather than of true revolutionary 
hue. It is true that the widespread use of 
the automobile and of the condom and 
diaphragm, which did occur in the 
1920s, changed our sex attitudes and 
behavior ina highly radical way : and the 
differences that occurred in these areas 
between 1900 and 1920 may well have 
been greater than those of the subse- 
quent 30 years. 

But how about the sex changes 
between 1950 and 1970 — after the 
publication of the first Kinsey report ? 
Have these not been of momentous, and 
at least revolutionary, import too? | 
would say Yes. | did two sizeable studies 
of American sex attitudes and activities 
in 1950 and | redid them in 1960; and 
the differences | found were startling. In 
the revised edition of The Fo/k/ore of Sex 
(New York: Grove Press, 1961), | 
reported that by the 1960s “most 
non-acceptable modes of sex behavior 
have become significantly more appro- 
ved.” And in the revised edition of 7he 
American Sexual Tragedy (New York: 
Lyle Stuart, Inc. and Grove Press, 1962), 
| included more material showing how 
sexual liberalization had spread during 
the.previous decade. 

Were | to repeat these studies in the 
1970s, even more portentous changes in 
sex philosophies and activities would, | 
am sure, be shown. For just remember, if 
you will, our decade-ago views of 
censorship, wife-swapping, nudity, pre- 
marital sex relations, oral-genital sex 
and abortion and compare them to those 
prevailing today. Is this merely an 
evolutionary change ? | think not! 

True, say some of the more conserva- 
tive social theorists, but isn’t most of the 
recent ‘revolutionary’ sex philosophic 
rather than active? Hasn't there been 
much more pure (or impure!) thought 
than actual sex practice? Yes, to some 
extent, but not exclusively. Let me 
quote the latest issue of Medical 
Aspects of Human Sexuality.” Repeating 
a 1958 study of coeds at a large urban 
university ten years later has revealed: 
Girls having premarital coitus while in a 
relatively casual dating relationship went 
from 10% of all girls in 1958 to 23% in 
1968. Coitus rates while going steady 
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went from 15% to 28%. Premarital coitus 
during engagement went from 31% to 
39%. The percentage of girls who felt 
they had at some time gone ‘too far,’ or 
felt guilty about a premarital sexual act, 
decreased by about half.” Is this only 
theory sans practice ? 

Let me add a brief personal testament. 
| have been giving talks on sex, love, and 
marriage relations (as well as on my 
system of rational-emotive psycho- 
therapy) for the last two decades to a 
great number of audiences, and especi- 
ally college audiences, in every major 
region of the United States and in many 


“parts of Canada. During that time | have 


spoken as well to countless hundreds of 
individuals and scores of fellow panel- 
ists. During this same period, | have 
appeared on more than 200 radio and 
television programs, including almost 
100 talk-back shows, in the course of 


their limitations and should not be 
permitted to stand as the last word’ on 
sexual research. Gad, no! But the 
scientific and social benefits that have 
accrued from the organizing genius of 
the notable Indiana zoologist have in- 
deed been enormous. Let me now try to 
list what some of these advantages have 
been. 

Openness about sex. The phenomenal 
barrage of publicity that attended the 
publication of both the first and the 
second Kinsey Reports helped break 
down some major sex taboos. Although, 
as | showed in the original edition of 
The Folklore of Sex, American men’s 
magazines and humor periodicals have 
been quite liberal in their attitudes and 
implications since the ‘20s, and although 
some of our novels have been openly 
“sexy” since the famous decision on 
James Joyce's Ulysses in 1933, this 


© One of the finest byproducts of Kinsey's 


which | spoke with many members of 
the radio or TV audiences. During the 
early 1950s, my public appearances 
were almost always received with shock 
by the majority of people | addressed, 
but | have found in recent years that 
large. minorities, and often distinct 
majorities, of my audiences were solidly 
behind me, even when | espoused the 
same views on premarital sex relations, 
adultery, s¢x deviation, and other sub- 
jects which | had so heretically espoused 
10 or 20 years before. 

This is not to say that | am en- 
thusiastically welcomed in every small 
hamlet in the States — nor particularly in 
Pottsville, Pennsylvania, where | recent- 
ly managed to “insult” a dinner-club 
audience by giving an innocuous talk on 
rational living and using such ‘‘vile 
language” as ‘pain in the ass” and “‘try 
not to screw yourself.” Mrs. Grundy, at 
least in certain parts of the land, still 
manages more than occasionally to rear 
her ugly head. But my personal observa- 
tion repeatedly shows that where intelli- 
gent audiences were at in the 1950s and 
where they're at today, in terms of 
sexual discussion and overt activity, are 
in some respects light years apart. If this 
is not a kind of revolution, what the devil 
is? 

Does the significantly increased sexual 
liberalism of the late ‘60s and the early 
‘70s have much to do with Alfred C. 
Kinsey ? In my estimation, it does. Not 
that Kinsey's studies of the American 
male and female, which he started in 
1938 and published his first famous 
Report on in 1948, were beyond 
criticism. As | shall attempt to show in 
the sequel to this article, the Kinsey 
Reports (including one of the later ones 
on which | served as a consultant) had 


degree of liberality was by no means 
repeated in women’s magazines, mis- 
cellaneous periodicals, newspapers, 
motion pictures, and nonfiction best- 
selling books. All these tended to be 
conservative in their sexual outlook in 
the early ‘50s. 

But, by the ‘60s, there was in some 
fields a startling reversal. Whereas wo- 
men’s magazines like McCal/‘s, Ladies’ 
Home Journal and Cosmopolitan inclu- 
ded about 25 per cent liberal and 75 per 
cent conservative sex attitudes in their 
articles and stories in 1950, they were- 
about 62 per cent liberal and 38 per cent 
conservative by 1960. Today, sexual 
liberalism is even more pronounced, with 
magazines like Cosmopolitan espousing 
pretty much the same sexual attitudes 
that many of the men’s magazines had 
encouraged a decade or two previously. 

This new openness about sex was 
hardly entirely attributable to the Kinsey 
Reports. There were other liberalizing 
factors (including, | am immodest 
enough to state, my own writings during 
the ‘50s and ‘60s). | am inclined to 
believe, however, that the crucial in- 
fluence was the Kinsey-Pomeroy- 
Martin-Gebhard volume, Sexua/ Be- 
havior in the Human Female (Phil- 
adelphia: Saunders, 1953). Most of the 
major women’s magazines played it up 
seriously when it appeared, and terms 
like “penile-vaginal copulation’ and 
“orgasm obtained through oral-genital 
relations” began to appear for the first 
time in respectable mass media. Since 
then things have never been — nor 
probably ever again will be — the same. 
Which is all to the good! 

Advancing sex research. Before 
Kinsey, sexual research was the sorry 
stepchild of the social sciences. True, a 


few solid studies, such as those by 
G. V. Hamilton, Katherine B. Davis, 
Dorothy D. Bromley and Florence H. 
Britten, Lewis M. Terman, George 
Henry, and Carney Landis and_ his 
associates, had been done, But these 
were all limited investigations. The 
Kinsey-Pomeroy-Martin-Gebhard __ re- 
searches employed from 10 to 100 times 
the number of subjects used in most 
previous studies; and forall the sampling 
deficiencies, they were far and away 
superior. They were, moreover, unusu- 
ally intensive as well as extensive and 
tackled important sex areas rarely or 
never previously covered. 

After Kinsey, consequently, sex re- 
search became almost respectable. Many 
more individual studies were done in the 
subsequent decade than in the previous 
one (some of them on the effects of the 


patterned by different traditions and 
warped by our personalities, but also 
how it may be repatterned to maintain 
and advance human dignity as one of 
man’s great potentialities.“ Theadvance- 
ment of human dignity is one of the 
finest byproducts of Kinsey's imagina- 
tion and activity. 
Abetting sexual satisfaction. The 
Kinsey Reports consist largely of almost 
unreadable texts and dry-as-dust statis- 
tics. They include few direct references 
to sex technique. Unlike Masters and 
Johnson, whose Human Sexual In- 
adequacy (Boston: Little, Brown, 1970) 
is a finely detailed manual of erotology, 
the Kinsey group has yet to come out 
with any how-to publication. But scores 
of sex handbooks have been spawned 
by careful readings of the Kinsey texts: 
and the best of these books have added 


Kinsey findings on American attitudes a whole new species of volumes on 
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and behavior); and several large 
researches, including those by Winston 
W. Ehrmann, Clellan S. Ford and Frank 
A. Beach, lra L. Reiss, Eustace Chesser 
and his associates, and Vance Packard, 
seem to have been directly inspired or 
influenced by the Kinsey publications. 
Then came the most astonishing and 
detailed of all sex surveys : the physiolo- 
gical studies of Masters and Johnson 
and their subsequent application to 
psychoclinical practice. As Masters and 
Johnson are more than willing to admit, 
their first-hand observations of sexually 
engaged subjects could never have oc- 
curred before the onset of the Kinsey era. 

| can also attest this personally. For, 
just before the second Kinsey volume 
gained world-wide renown, Frank Beach 
asked me if | could get some subjects 
who would agree to being observed 
while participating in various sex acts, 
if he could raise sufficient research 
funds for such a study. | was sure | could 
obtain such cooperation but | was just 
as skeptical as he was of financial 
backing for this kind of investigation. 
We were both right: he was not able to 
obtain any funds, despite his world-wide 
reputation as a researcher into the sex 
life of lower animals. Several years later, 
however, in the favorable climate to- 
ward sex research that the Kinsey group 
had established, Masters and Johnson, 
then working at Washington University 
in St. Louis, were able to obtain univer- 
sity and National Institute for Mental 
Health funds for their unusual studies; 
and the work that Kinsey started was 
immensely furthered and augmented. 
“Sex research,” as Lawrence K. Frank 
has sagely noted, “‘is urgently needed to 
help us to understand our human 
sexuality, not only how it has been 


lovemaking to the pioneering but now 
outdated texts of Van de Velde, Long, 
Robinson, and other sexologists of the 
‘20s. My own Art and Science of Love 
(New York: Lyle Stuart, Inc. and Bantam 
Books) and other bestselling manuals 
like David Reuben’s Everything You 
Always Wanted to Know About Sex 
(New York: McKay, 1969) and Joan 
Garrity’s The Sensuous Woman (New 
York: Lyle Stuart, Inc., 1970) would 
certainly never have been written with- 
out benefit of Kinsey. 

The American sexologist, G. Lombard 
Kelly, had given anatomical and clinical 
evidence of the primacy of the clitoris 
rather than the vagina in female orgasm 
back in the early ‘30s; but his findings 
had largely been ignored until Kinsey 
and his associates, by questioning more 
than 5000 females and sponsoring 
gynecological investigations, authorita- 
tively backed them. Other sex writers, 
some of them centuries old, had also 
emphasized that penile-vaginal copula- 
tion is usually of short duration; that 
digital and oral massage of the female 
genitalia are often more effective in 
bringing a woman to climax; and that 


males are usually much more prone to_ 


psychological stimulation while women 
require more physical arousal to reach 
orgasmic heights. The Kinsey research 
team, by giving much more solid data in 
this respect than had ever been previous- 
ly amassed, set millions of heterosexual 
partners to thinking and. acting in 
radically different ways. The result has 
been that marital (and nonmarital) sex 
life throughout many parts of the world 
has been undoubtedly enhanced. 
Sociological findings. Most of the 
important sex researchers before Kinsey 
were social scientists. G. V. Hamilton 


and George Henry, for example, were 
psychiatrists; Katherine B. Davis was a 
sociologist; and Lewis M. Terman and 
Carney Landis were psychologists. None 
of these investigators, however, was 
especially concerned with sociological 
data and distinctions, while Kinsey 
notably was. “To a surprising and 
gratifying extent,” Ernest W." Burgess 
points out, ‘Kinsey adopts the socio- 
logic rather than the biologic explana- 
tion of sexual behavior. He recognizes 
and emphasizes the importance of 
culture, of social attitudes, of historic 
factors, and of social groups, especially 
the family, the intimate group of com- 
panions and of social classes on the 
sexual behavior of the individual.” 

In particular, Kinsey and his associates 
found that masturbation tends to be 
more frequent among college-educated 
than noncollege males; that premarital 
sex relations are less prevalent among 
highly educated than less educated 
individuals; that nudity is more accept- 
able to the college-level than sub- 
college-level individuals; and that in- 
dividuals from non-orthodox religious 
groups tend to have more sex outlets 
than those from orthodox religious 
groups. As might be expected, subjects 
from lower socioeconomic classes were 
found to have different sex attitudes, in 
some respects, than those from higher 
classes. Several significant white- Negro 
sex differences were also found. These 
are important findings since (as Burgess 
also. notes) human: sexuality almost 
always exists in some social context, 
and if we are to understand it and deal 
with it intelligently, we had better know 
about the social conditions which seem 
to be significantly correlated with it. 
This kind of understanding is immensely 
abetted by the Kinsey studies and by the 
important influence on subsequent sex 
research that these studies have had. 

Humanizing attitudes toward sexual 
deviation. Before Kinsey, sexologists 
and other writers tended to emphasize 
two main types of sexual deviation or 
“abnormality” : (1) noncoital sex acts 
between heterosexual partners, such as 
hand-genital, oral-genital, and anal- 
genital contacts; and (2) fetichistic or 
compulsive sex acts, such as fixed 
homosexuality, exhibitionism, voyeur- 
ism, masochism, and sadism. As a 
result of the data and the attitudes 
presented in the Kinsey Reports, as well 
as of other prior and subsequent 
writings from many leading sexologists, 
the first type of these ‘deviations’ has 
now almost entirely lost its “abnormal” 
status. What Kinsey calls “petting” or 
“petting to orgasm” has now become so 
acceptable as a form of sex relation 
between males and females that few 
publicists consider it to be even slightly 
“perverted”, and the educated portion 
of the American public has virtually 


eliminated its pejorative view. Even 


117 


though so-called “unnatural” sex prac- 
tices like fellatio and  cunnilinctus 
remain banned under ‘‘sodomy”’ statutes 
in many American states, and even 
though orthodox Jews and hard-shelled 
Christians still find them anathema, they 
are almost universally practiced by 
college-level (and many other) people; 
and, since Kinsey, with virtually no 
shame or guilt. 

As for homosexuality, public exhi- 
bitionism, and sadistic sex acts, still 
considered to be deviations by most 
Americans and by most authorities, 
individuals engaging in such practices 
are also, thanks partly ‘to the Kinsey 
group, much less readily condemned. 
Some people, spurred by Kinsey’s failure 
to distinguish clearly between homo- 
sexual acts and compulsive homo- 
sexuality, have made a complete turn- 
about and begun to look on all deviant 
sex acts as purely a matter of personal 
preference. This is probably an error, 
since almost any sex act, including so- 
called “normal” heterosexual  inter- 
course, can be legitimately viewed as 
being a deviation or a disturbance if it is 
practiced in some rigid, fixated, compul- 
sive, self-defeating manner. But even 
the mistake of eliminating all sex 
deviations is preferable to the common 
pre-Kinsey error of condemming innu- 
merable sex proclivities as ‘“abnormal”’. 

Kinsey, in other words, has been an 
unusually good and kind friend to 
millions of sex deviates. He has helped 
them to accept themselves with their 
idiosyncratic behavior and encouraged 
the general public to be less condemning 
and penalizing. More concretely, the 
Kinsey findings have encouraged state 
legislatures to ameliorate their laws 
against “sodomy” or “unnatural sex 
practices.” Thus the statutes of many 
states, such as New York, not so long 
ago highly punitive on “sodomy”, have 
now been moderated so that such 
offenses are mainly punishable when an 
adult engages in them with a minor. 
Illinois, after direct consultation between 
some of its legislators and the Kinsey 
research team some years ago, has 
eliminated all sanctions against homo- 
sexual acts by consenting adults. Kinsey- 
inspired legislative actions have also 
been instrumental in liberalizing the 
laws of many American, European, and 
Asian jurisdictions in regard to censor- 


ship, abortion, illegitimacy, prostitution,’ 


and other aspects of human sexuality. Of 
all the benefits from the Kinsey re- 
searches, these legal changes have been 
among the most profound and important. 

A pluralistic view of sex. Because of 
his original eminence in the field of 
zoology, and because he was not 
especially psychologically oriented, Kin- 
sey is often accused of being overly 
biological in his approach to sex. 
Actually, he takes an unusually dualistic 
or pluralistic view. As noted, he dis- 
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tinctly emphasizes the sociological and 
cultural factors in sexual behavior, and 
he constantly refers to environmental or 
conditioning factors. Manfred Kuhn 
observes: “If one holds the view that 
man’s behavior is under the control of 
social (symbolic) recipes, one would 
look to the reference groups of subjects 
for evidence that these prejudices and 
avoidances were verbal importations, 
defining events and indicating positive 
and negative social objects... If one 
takes the view that words and thoughts 
are mere epiphenomena which, after 
the fact, rationalize behavior for man, 
and if one holds further, that learning 
consists of neural modifications which 
result when behavior is successful in 
reducing a drive, then it follows logically 
that the first successful behavior, in this 
sense, is peculiarly important in est- 
ablishing the form of subsequent be- 
havior. This is the learning theory, and it 
is Kinsey's view, at least regarding 
female sexual behavior.” 

On the other hand, Kinsey continually 
emphasizes underlying biological and 
physiological factors in human sexuality ; 
and he keeps tying these up with the 
normal mammalian behavior of various 
lower animals, which he insists is still 
present, insome powerful forms, in man. 
Many of Kinsey’s critics, such as Kuhn, 
are upset by his seeming arbitrariness 
and contradictions in this respect. | 
wonder, however, if they have not failed 
to note that this “inconsistency” may 
really be one of Kinsey’s strengths. For 
there is increasing evidence that no 
monistic position truly describes the 
world or the humans who reside in it 
and that virtually all plausible explana- 
tions of behavior are pluralistic. and 
transactional. 

Neither biological heredity nor cultural 
environment, for example, ably explain 
sex, love, emotional disturbance, intelli- 
gence, nor any other major human 
characteristic. Both do. To be adequately 
heterosexual, a person first has to be 
born with certain physical equipment: 
especially hands, tongue, genitals, skin 
receptors, and hormones. But he also 
has to be conditioned, or environmentally 
taught, to speak, to relate, to favor 
members of the other sex, and to have 
certain goals (such as dating and 
marrying). What is more, in order to be 
duly taught or conditioned, an individual 
(as | point out in several of my psycho- 
therapy writings) has to be condition- 
able: that is to say, born with the 
propensity to learn, to be suggestible, to 
be susceptible to certain kinds of 
physical and social rewards (or what we 
psychologists technically call reinforce- 
ments). Again, in order for this indivi- 
dual, with his inborn conditionability, to 
survive, he has to be nurtured by his 
early environment (especially his 
parents). And in order for his physiologi- 
cal propensities to develop properly, for 


his brain and central nervous system, 
among other important parts of his 
organism, to mature, he requires many 
specific nutrients and chemicals whose 
lack will, if significantly absent from his 
environment, irreparably warp him. His 
final functioning or behavior, therefore, 
is contingent on many interrelated physi- 
cal and social factors. f 

Similarly, the Kinsey attitude seems to 
be that man is born (1) with strong 
tendencies toward certain sexual acts 
(e.g. kissing, caressing, becoming geni- 
tally aroused, and stimulating his sex 
organs in ways that finally produce 
orgasm) and (2) with powerful 
inclinations to be psychologically con- 
ditioned by his early and later experiences 
with (a) sexual pleasure and (6) 
culturally-imbibed ideas that various sex 
acts are “right” or “wrong.” His 
mammalian biological drives and his 
human conditioning tendencies combine 
and transact, so that he tends to have 
many sex activities (such as masturba- 
tion) in common with the majority of his 
fellows, but so that he also tends to 
engage in more idiosyncratic acts (such 
as exclusive homosexuality or obsessive- - 
compulsive attachment to exhibitionistic 
performances) which relatively few of 
his fellows notably enjoy. 

Kinsey’s view of human sexuality, 
consequently, is hardly one-sided and 
overly-biological, as many critics have 
stated. It insists that there are at least two 
important factors, biology and culture, 
in sexual affairs, and that it is really 
impossible to separate the two. 

Humanistic orientation. Even though 
the Kinsey studies are unusually objec- 
tive, in that they rigorously stick to their 
subjects’ reports of the numbers of 
orgasms they have had and to other sex 
facts which are easily measureable, the 
main philosophy of Kinsey and his 
associates is decidedly humanistic. They 
are not merely concerned with effective 
sexual performance but with the feelings 
and satisfactions of men and women as 
they go about having (or not having) 
sex contacts. They oppose bigotry and 
undue social coercion; they are against 
arbitrary religious and legal restrictions ; 
they point out many ways (including 
masturbation and premarital petting) in 
which sex arousal and climax may be 
obtained and enhanced. The recent 
movement for. the achievement of 
human potential which has developed 
at Esalen Institute in California and has 
spread to other growth centers through- 
out the world often seems anti-intellec- 
tual and is ostensibly opposed to 
Kinsey’s down-to-earth approach to 
orgasm. But the sensory awareness, 
body movement, physical contact and 
other touchy-feely methods which are 
now extensively used in Esalen-type 
encounter groups were obviously pro- 
moted in a post-Kinsey atmosphere. 

The humanistic “fun morality” which 
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| am often accused of holding (despite 
my consistent espousal of long-range 
rather than short-range hedonism and of 
my acknowledgement of the influence 
on rational-emotive psychotherapy of 
Epictetus and the Stoics) also owes 
much to Kinsey. Vance Packard has 
snidely remarked that the growth center 
which | direct, the Institute for Rational 
Living in New York City, has been called 
a ‘’Six-Story Palace to Permissiveness.” 
| would rather say that it attempts to be a 
training center for the promotion of 
human tolerance and individuality. Al- 
though Kinsey died in 1956, three years 
before the Institute was founded and 
about seven years before Esalen got 
started, his permissive attitudes toward 
all aspects of human sexuality undoubt- 
edly paved the way for the inception of 
these kinds of modern growth potential 
centers. 

Encouraging sexual equality. The 
historical roots of the contemporary 
women's liberation movement go 
back, of course, many decades. The 
American Claflin sisters, in the middle 
of the 19th century, Henrik Ibsen, 
Bernard Shaw, Ellen Key, and many 
others a little later on, followed the 
pioneer feminist, Mary Wollstonecraft 
Godwin, in exposing discrimination 
against women. And Alfred C. Kinsey 
was one of the prime liberators on this 
front. He showed, as clearly as anyone 
possibly could show, that women are 
truly sexual creatures; that they spon- 
taneously masturbate just as men do; 
that their main sexual organ, the clitoris, 
is even better supplied with nerve 
endings than the male penis; that they 
can usually, through proper stimulation 
and correct thinking, reach orgasm in a 
short length of time; that they are rarely 
truly frigid ; that they are more culturally 
suppressed than males; and that there is 
no sense whatever to the double 
standard of sexual morality which is 
directed against them throughout most 
parts of the world. Perhaps today’s 
women’s liberation movement would 
have arisen and beaten its own drum 
if Kinsey and his associates had never 
started their massive sex study, but | 
doubt it. 

Freedom from Freudian shackles. 
Sigmund Freud made many important 
contributions to the field of psycho- 
therapy. Unfortunately, he knew hardly 
a damned thing about sex — partially 
owing, no doubt, to his own limited sex 
experience. He mistakenly assumed, 
without any confirmatory evidence, that 
children’s oral and anal desires are 
specifically sexual (rather than sensual) ; 


that little boys universally lust after their 
mothers, develop enormous Oedipus 
complexes and are psychologically trau- 
matized for life by these complexes; 
that many neuroses are directly caused 
by sexual deprivation and from coitus 
interruptus; that between the ages of 
six and puberty virtually all children 
enter a latency period, and are not in the 
least interested in sex; that most 
noncoital sex acts leading to orgasm are 
“perverse”; that fixed homosexuality is 
incurable; that the only right and proper 
way for a female to experience orgasm 
is through penile-vaginal copulation; 
and that many other psychoanalytic sex 
hypotheses are indubitably veridical. 

Not only was Freud wrong about 
these and many other sex assumptions, 
but because of his errors, countless 
individuals have been traumatized or 
have failed to improve their sexual 
malfunctioning. They and their analysts 
took Freud too seriously and did not 
bother to check his theories in the light 
of hard data. 

Kinsey, fortunately, was never too 
impressed by Freud andhis followers and 
had no hesitation in amassing and 
reporting evidence that they were 
mistaken. He showed that the so-called 
latency period of childhood sexuality 
did notexist for many or most individuals ; 
that fixed homosexuality is preferentially 
chosen by the person, and can therefore 
be changed (if the individual wants to 
work hard enough at changing it) ; that 
although early sex experiences are 
important in a person's life, later 
experiences, and especially those he 
undergoes with his adolescent peers, 
may also be very important and serve as 
inciters to conditioning processes; that 
females can achieve orgasm more 
efficiently through masturbation and 
through petting than they can through 
intercourse; and that the “perversity” or 
“abnormality’’ of many forms of sex 
behavior is almost entirely in the eyes of 
the beholder (and his fellow beholders). 

Kinsey, in successfully fighting the 
battle against classical psychoanalysis, 
even convinced many analysts (such as 
Mary Jane Sherfey) that Freud was 
often wrong. Whereas, before 1948, the 
approach to the treatment of sexual and 
marital problems taken by most counse- 
lors, therapists, and writers was one- 
sidedly Freudian, today it has largely 
become nonFreudian or anti-Freudian. 
Existential analysis, rational-emotive 
psychotherapy, Gestalt therapy, Masters’ 
and Johnson’s therapeutic procedures, 
group encounter therapy, and a host of 
other modern treatment methods have 
been immeasurably helped by Kinsey's 
nonpsychoanalytic methodology; and 
innumerable clients and members of the 
public have thereby benefited. 

Other Kinsey benefits. In many other 
ways than those listed have the Kinsey- 
originated studies been of scientific, 


therapeutic, and social value. Thus the 
Institute for Sex Research, Inc. team 
has devised an interviewing technique 
and an objective approach toward sex 
questioning that has surpassed all 
previous methodology in this respect, 
and it has contributed notably to the 
causes of both sexual and nonsexual 
questioning. It has added, far more than 
any other study, to our knowledge of 
the enormous amount of unconventional 
behavior — such as petting, premarital 
relations, and adultery — found in even 
the most staid communities. It has 
revealed that even “unthinkable” forms 
of sex — such as bestiality — are prevalent 
in certain parts of the land. It has shown 
that masturbation, far from being an 
exclusively adolescent phenomenon, is 
statistically normal for people at all ages, 
and that there is nothing essentially 
“immature” about it. It has shown that 
patterns of sexuality often differ signifi- 
cantly between males and females, with 
the former being more imperious in the 
sex drives, coming to their peaks of 
arousal at relatively early age, being 
psychologically stimulated more easily, 
and engaging in more unconventional 
forms of sexuality. It stands as a 
monument to the courage and persis- 
tence of a highly dedicated, compassio- 


nate, scientific mam who was also a 
social activist and who believed that 
research would best be used in the 
interest of discovering what most people 
really tend to enjoy and how they can be 
given maximum leeway to do their own 
sexual thing without needlessly imping- 
ing on the rights of others to do theirs. 
Let me close this instalment with 
Edward M. Brecher’s comment from 
The Sex Researchers (Boston: Little, 
Brown & Company, 1969) : ‘The major 
sex-research reports such as the Kinsey 
and Masters-Johnson studies do much 
more than describe the existing nature 
of human sexuality. They also help to 
mold the future development of that 
sexuality. We men and women of the 
1960s are a little different sexually, and 
we behave and respond in somewhat 
different ways, because of the impact of 
the Kinsey reports on us and on our 
culture.” Yes, indeed ! The sex researches 
of Alfred C. Kinsey and his colleagues 
not only describe, but in many important 
ways help shape, human sexual behavior. 
And, considering how execrable and 
arbitrary our proscriptions against sex 
have been for the last several thousand 
years, and how much more objective 
and humane about sex relations Dr. 
Kinsey was, why not? Yes :why not? Og 
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often happens at a 15-member party is 
that everybody finds a place to sit and 
freezes there. The party splits into two or 
more sub-parties in various corners of 
the room. The sub-parties don’t inter- 
mix. The party aborts. Moral: never give 
or attend a 12-to-20 party. 

Then there’s the question of party 
“modes.” There are two main modes. 
When hosting, you've got to be careful 
to invite the right kind of people to each: 

Full-strength modes: cocktail parties, 
dinner parties and others where the 
guests are simply asked to come and 
interact but are given nothing else to do. 
This is full-strength interaction; there’s 
nothing but the members’ personalities 
to hold the party up. 

Dilute modes: parties in which bridge 
games, dramatic readings or other pro- 
grammed activities are offered to help 
people interact. 

As a host you've got to figure out 
where your friends fit in these cate- 
gories. Some people are uncomfortable 
at full- strength parties—for example, the 
newly married pair who aren't yet sure of 
their relationship and are afraid to inter- 
act full-strength with anyone of the 
opposite sex. Other people are bored 
and irritable at dilute parties. 

There is widely believed to be a 
certain type of man or woman, or a 
combination of types, who will guaran- 
tee party success. ‘Be sure you invite 
Angela, she swings!” Unfortunately, 
this is like believing in the Elixir of 
Eternal Life. Inviting Angela doesn't 
guarantee anything. She is like every- 
body else: she swings at a swinging 
party. 

Is there a formula at all? Well, years 
ago a Harvard psychologist, Dr. Robert 
Bales, performed a fascinating piece of 
research on the interactions of people 
in leaderless groups such as parties. He 
wasn't thinking particularly of parties 
but his results provide a kind of formula. 
Dr. Bales gathered 125 people together 
and, by means of questionnaires, classi- 
fied each by four criteria: 

1. How other people rated him on 

leadership. 

2. How he rated himself. 

3. How others rated him on popularity. 

4. How popular he thought he was. 

Having classified the 125 thus, Dr. 
Bales assembled them in groups and 
gave each group a problem to solve. He 
deliberately avoided assigning leaders 
to the groups. Each was left to struggle 
along without help. Some of the groups 
meshed smoothly. Others collapsed. It 
turned out—and I've seen it happen at 


parties since—that a leaderless group 
needs a combination of three personality 
types to make it rev up: 

The Insensitive Leader. This is the 
man or woman who, in Dr. Bales’s four 
criteria, rates High-High-Low-High. 
Other people rate him high on leader- 
ship and he rates himself high; but he 
isn’t popular, though he thinks he is. 
This is a recognizable party type: what 
used to be called the “life of the party.” 
You've seen him in action. In Dr. Bales’s 
Harvard sessions he talked more than 
anybody else and always rose to some 
leadership position, and that’s what he 
does at parties. Old High-High-Low- 
High arrogantly and confidently organ- 
izes things, turns on the record player, 
starts everybody dancing. Other party 
members may be grateful to him in the 
party's windup phase, for he does 
actually get things going when they 
might otherwise falter. He’s a leader and 
knows it. But when the party has revved 
up and his leadership is no longer 
needed, he becomes a damned nuisance 
and everybody wishes he would shut 
the hell up. He’s insensitive to this—he 
thinks he’s popular. 

Left to himself, the Insensitive Leader 
can destroy what might otherwise be a 
good party. Don’t invite him without 
also inviting... 

The Greater Sensitive. This is High- 
Low-High-High. He, too, assesses him- 
self wrongly—but in a peculiarly pleas- 
ant way. Others rate him high on 
leadership while he rates himself low, 
but he’s correct in believing himself 
popular. In the Harvard sessions, this 
calmly confident type spent a lot of time 
smoothing feathers ruffled by the Insen- 


sitive Leader. Often a woman, High- 
Low-High-High doesn’t covet a leader- 
ship position. She rises to one, however, 
just because she’s sensitive to others’ 
feelings. “But nobody really wants to go 
sleigh-riding,” she tells the Insensitive 
Leader as he blunders about, trying to 
drag people through the door. 

The Lesser Sensitive is Low-Low- 
High-High—the quietly genial man or 
woman who isn’t considered a good 
leader but is well liked, and who asses- 
ses himself correctly on both counts. 
This type of individual typically forms a 
kind of partnership with the Greater 
Sensitive. People open up easily to the 
Lesser Sensitive, for he’s a likeable guy 
and, neither having nor wanting any 
leadership role, represents no threat in 
the pecking order. His assessment of 
others is as accurate and honest as his 
self-assessment, and he quickly be- 
comes fine-tuned to the party’s shifting 
moods. He seldom initiates any action 
of his own; instead he drops hints to 
the Greater Sensitive. ““My God,” he'll 
say with a cheerful grin, ‘Angela is 
banging the hell out of that piano!” 
The Greater Sensitive gets the picture 
instantly: people tonight are in a mood 
for softer music and dimmer lights. And 
the Greater Sensitive goes off and gently 
separates Angela from the ivories. 

This formula isn’t guaranteed to make 
a party succeed, of course—but then 
nothing is. Only one thing about parties 
can ever be guaranteed: there will 
always be parties. Human beings will 
always irritate each other and may end 
by annihilating each other, but in the 
meantime we'll never cease gathering 


together. OnE 


123 


SHIN HUNGER’ 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 78 


where the experimental excitement was nearly too much for 
her and kept her awake all night; spent a day at the National 
Gallery and one at The Smithsonian Institution; visited her 
half-sister (whom she half-liked) in Georgetown; and woke 
One morning at eight to find her bed’s twin already deserted 
and a note from her husband saying he would almost surely 
be able to make it for dinner tonight and would do his best 
to phone her some time today. She ordered breakfast, burst 
into tears, and cried for half an hour. Breakfast arrived. She 
tipped the waiter five dollars and overate. 

Mitch did make it back for dinner—late, but made it. They 
went to Trader Vic’s and dined romantically. Two Mai-Tais 
for her, two Navy Grogs for him, champagne with the 
curries, and Cona coffee afterwards. 

They were holding hands and communicating so erotically 
that she was thrown when she heard him say: “‘l think you 
ought to go to New York for a few days till | finish up here, 
then I'll meet you there and we'll have a couple of crazy 
days before we go home. Don't you ?” 

“What're you 2” she asked. ‘Trying to get rid of me?” 

“No, sir.” 

“You got yourself one of those famous Washington femme 
fatales 2” 

“You mean femmes fatales.”’ 

“Oh, thanks loads, Mr. Berlitz. \'ll bet anything you've got 
a mistress. I‘ll have a brandy.” 

“Waiter! ... Two brandies. Martell.” 

“lll bet anything |" 

“No bet. | have. | confess. My mistress is The Secretary 
of Health, Education & Welfare.” 

“| might've known,” she said. “All you big world-shakers 
shaking all your secretaries. Let go of my hand.” 

“Why 2” 

“Because | want to slap your face.” 

“On account of me and my Secretary of H. E. W. 2?” 

“No. On account of you're entirely too fresh. You and 
your hand on my thigh down there that way. Thighs.” 

“Whatway ?” 

“You know whatway.” 

The brandies arrived. 


The following morning, Alison flew to New York. She 
checked into The Algonquin and went out at once to walk: 
in and out of the streets of the diminishing theatre district, 
past The Ethel Barrymore where she had scored so decisively 
a few weeks ago—no, months—no, wait—good God! It 
was over a year ago. She walked up and down Fifth Avenue, 
feeling more exhilarated by the minute. All at once, she felt 
famished. She went to Saito, a favorite haunt on 52nd 
Street, sat at the tempura bar and lunched gloriously. 

While eating, she decided to go to The Radio City Music 
Hall. She saw the feature, the stage show, and the first half- 
hour of the feature again—thinking all through it, “Why is it 
that the beginning of almost everything is the best part of it ? 
Play, picture, book, meal, life ?’’ No answer. 

Later, she changed and called Eileen Rosen, an actress 
friend with whom she had once done a play. 

“This isn't much of an offer,” she said, ‘but would you 
like to see a show with me tonight ?” 

“I'm in one, dummy !" 

“You are?” 

“Say, you're rea//y out of things, aren’t you ? |’m only in 
the biggest straight play hit in town—no lead or anything, 
but not bad.” 

“Hey, that’s great. Could you get me in tonight? Just a 
single 2?” 

“| doubt tt. Should | try ?” 


124 PENTHOUSE 


“Yes. And listen, if you're working, that means you eat 
like what ? Five-thirty ?” 

“Yuh. Not much but five-thirty.”’ 

“How about with me, then? You eat and I'll have a drink.” 

“Sardi’s 2” 

“Gout: 

By the time they met, Eileen had achieved a ticket. She 
handed it to Alison. 

“It cost me my beautiful white body. You think I’m 
kidding. I’m not. That pirate.” 

“For one ticket ?” asked Alison. 

“It seems to be the going price. And, well, to tell you the 
truth—lI've been drumming on him pretty good for tickets. 
Yours was the last straw.” 

“Thank you. Here’s the dough.” 

“Thanks. God, | must like you!” 

“Why 2” 

“This is the worst. You with that shiny Martini and me 
with a dead lamb chop.” 

“Can we meet later ? What's doing with you ? Still Larry ?” 

“No,” said Eileen. “It didn’t work out. The more he 
doesn’t make it, the more he hates and knocks. So I’m back 
to freelancing. Not bad. There’s some nice chappies around. 
Should | get two for later ?” 

“Get one. I'm an old married lady, remember.” 

“All right, then. How about one fellow and one faggot?” 

But it was as a threesome that Alison, Eileen and a young 
playwright named Army Fiedler made the rounds: Downey's, 
Sardi’s, and Upstairs at the Downstairs. 

Back at the hotel Alison found a single scrawled message: 
“MR. DOCTOR WALD CALLED. 9:12 P.M. NO MESSAGE. 
(Ge 

Alison called The Madison in Washington. 

“Dr. Weld has a ‘don't disturb’ on his phone and a 6:45 
a.m. call.” 

“This is Mrs. Weld.” 

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Weld. The doctor left a message for you. 
One moment.” Four minutes later: ‘The message is, please 
call him in the morning.” 

“Thank you.” 

Two choices. She could go to bed, unwinding slowly with 
a nightcap from downstairs, a long bath, her Oil of the 
Turtle routine, WOXR, and her book: she was in a good part 
of Eugene O’Nei/ by Barbara & Arthur Gelb. Or she could 
go out again. Awkward being alone, but if she went to the 
right places, she was bound to meet someone. Who? Or a 
group. Where ? Back to Sardi’s ? The Brasserie ? The Running 
Footman ? What for ? 

She opted for bed. As she made the long preparations, 
she realized that one good thing had come out of the evening: 
she had found that she did not mind going to the theatre 
alone, at all. In fact, she liked it best. Nothing and no one to 
break attention span or interfere with trains of thought or to 
influence judgment. She would do it more often. 

She left a call for 6:30 a.m., though it was nearly 3:00, 
and went to sleep at once. 

At 7:00 she phoned Mitch. 

“You okay ?” he asked. 

SSortote. 

“Listen, \'ve got to run.” 

“What about breakfast ?” 

“That's it. I've got a 7:15 one at the—no, I'll have to tell 

you later where.” 

“When's later?” 

“Tomorrow night. I'll be up there by six.” 

“Wonderful.” 

“Make plans. Anything you want is fine with me.” 

“Would you like— ?” 

“Really. | better go.”’ 

“G'bye.” 

She spent a fine day, phoning friends. She tried Bill 
Amos, but had the wrong number. She went to Elizabeth 


Arden’s for a three-hour pamper, ending with hairdo, 
manicure, and pedicure. 

She lunched at The Gloucester House with a Radcliffe 
classmate and an 80-year-old actress friend. She shopped 
and went to Mackey’s to arrange theatre tickets for the 
following night—the big musical—and a single for herself 
for tonight. She chose a new off-Broadway success, a bill 
of raffish one-acters. Downtown, she had dinner at Ratner’s 
on Second Avenue, sharing a table with three voluble 
strangers who drew her into their deep discussion of The 
Talmud. 

The plays were even better than reported. The management 
had run out of programs, so she was unable to learn the 
credits, but one of the players was a young man with whom 
she had once done a TV commercial. She went backstage 
afterward where the whole cast dressed in a single room. 
As she was congratulating her friend, she felt the back of 
her dress unzippered, zippered, and a light slap on her 
bottom. 

“There you go!” said a familiar voice. 

She turned and was immediately embraced by Bill Amos. 

They went to supper at O. Henry's in the Village. 

“Some producer,” she taunted. “No programs for the 
customers. How was | to know ?” 

“You're right, lovey. But look. We had no idea we were 
going to hit like this. So there’s a lot to catch up with.” 

“It's the most marvelous show, Bill. I’m proud of you.” 

“Wait till you see the next one. We're going to shake this 
town up like it’s never been shook.” 

“How ?” 

“Don't tell anybody. Not even your husband.” 

She laughed. “Even if | told him he wouldn't hear.” 

“He would this.” 

“Why 2” 

Bill leaned across the table. “Our idea,” he said as softly 
as he could against the noise, ‘is a wide-open pornographic 
revue. The works. Tell it like it really is. All the words. 
Where it’s necessary—clothes off. All off. Front and back. 
Boys and girls. In the buff. Starkers. | won't be satisfied 
unless it comes off as a brand-new fact of life. It’s time for 
one. What do you think ?” 

“| think you're crazy.” 

“Why? Books do it—have been for years and years. 
Painting. Sculpture. Why’s nudity all right at the Metro- 
politan Museum and not in the theatre ?” 

“Lots of reasons.” 

“Give me one.” 

“You'll go to jail.” 


He did not go to jail. The outrageous show he had outlined 
opened seven months later -and proved to be a break- 
through, capturing the imagination of New York. He was a 
success, affluent, would soon be rich, was getting offers and 
proposals daily—but something else had happened during 
this time which was far more important to him. He and 
Alison had developed an unusual relationship, which although 
singularly unorthodox, seemed to be, for the time, at least, 
eminently satisfactory to both. 

She had told Mitch, shortly after she had returned with 
him to Boston, about her discovery of the delights of solo 
theatre-going. 

“You ought to do more of it,” he said. “It’s part of you, 
the theatre. It nourishes you. You shouldn't give it up.” 

“Well, sure. But there’s not much to see up here.” 

“Il meant New York,” he said. 

“How could |?” 

“For heaven's sake, love, it’s a 30-minute flight these days. 
You could pop down for a few days every month and go on 
a show binge. See your chums. Why not?” 

“I'd rather wait and go with you.” 

“Might be a long wait the way things are moving.” 

“Well, maybe a weekend now and then." 


“No. That's just the point. Weekends there’s a better 
chance we can be together. Mid-week is the item for your 
little forays.” 

“| don't know.” 

“Try it once or twice. See how it works out.” 

{tt worked out. A few weeks after this conversation, Alison 
flew to New York for a two-day stay. She saw three plays 
and a bare-stage run-through of a fourth. She went alone 
to all but one. On the second night, she invited Bill. After- 
ward, they walked up to The Russian Tea Room and talked 
until 2:00 a.m. He walked her back to The Algonquin. 

On her next trip, Bill went to two of the shows with her. 


_The pleasant routine was then broken for three months: 


a throat-cancer conference in Mexico City; Mitch’s holiday 
in Aspen, during which he worked incessantly and she took 
skiing lessons, culminating in a sprained ankle; and a period 
of recuperation. 

The next time she went to New York, Bill's show was in 
rehearsal. He invited her to attend. The first half-hour 
shocked her; the second disturbed her; and somewhere in 
the course of the third half-hour, she began to wish she 
were in it. 

They stayed up all night, talking. She had ideas which 
Bill thought useful. 

At dinner back in Boston that night, she began to tell 
Mitch about the show and had no more than begun when 
he said, “Good Lord, love, don’t tell me about things like 
that.” 

“Sorry, she said. 

Two weeks later she was back in New York. She had 
become involved in Bill's project and was anxious to see it 
develop. She was not sure in her own mind exactly what 
she thought. Was it no more than a cheap piece of exploita- 
tion, serving the lowest instincts in an attempt to make 
money? Or was it a valuable ventilation, a letting go, a 
moving into a new era of expression and impression. ? 

She decided, finally, that it was the latter. Bill grew in 
stature in her eyes as she watched him guide the thin-ice 
material through uncharted areas of theatre practice. He 
took her to La Guardia and this time, for the first time, they 
kissed goodbye. 

When she next returned to New York, her apartment was 
unoccupied. Her friend’s play had closed. Five months’ time 
remained on the sub-lease. 

On the phone from California her friend asked: “| don’t 
suppose you'd consider me sub-letting it ?” 

“| really wouldn't, sweetie. You know. All my things and 
all.” 

“Sure. Oh, well.” 

“But I’m not going to take any rent from you for nothing. 
Let's just forget it.” 

“No, honestly, | couldn't.” 

“You're going to. Look, don’t worry about it. I'll use it.” 

She did. She did not check out of The Algonquin, but 
spent every possible moment in the comforting ambiance of 
her own place and possessions. 

After rehearsal, she brought Bill up to supper. They were 
both amazed when, a few hours later, they found themselves 
making love. 

She had a good deal to think about during the journey 
home. Oddly, she felt no guilt. Instead, she felt enriched, 
larger somehow, and content. How many women, she 
wondered, had two marvelous partners ? Mitch was a great 
man and an exemplary husband, Bill supplied the few missing 
elements in her life. She was happy. 

In New York, previews began and would continue for 
months on the advice of the production’s attorneys. Until 
the show opened officially, it was free from police inter- 
ference or molestation. 

Alison went to New York for two days every two weeks. 

The pattern seemed perfect. 

The show opened. She was there, alone, in a last row 
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aisle seat. 

A smash. A bonanza. Within 24 hours, Bill was offered 
over a million dollars for his share by a hurriedly-organized 
syndicate. 

He rented Alison’s apartment and moved in. 

Alison's trip abroad with Mitch broke the routine again, 
which was just as well since Bill had to go to California to 
arrange the launching of two coast companies—one in Los 
Angeles and another in San Francisco. 

Two months later when she came to New York, she saw no 
shows at all. She and Bill spent every free moment together in 
his/her apartment. They were lying in the dimly-lit bedroom, 


muttering and mumbling, when Bill suddenly said: “I’m 
hungry.” 
“Me, too,” she said. “I'll fix something.” 


“TIL do it.” 

“No, no. Me. Wait till | put something on.” 

“Try this,” said Bill. He leaped out of bed, dashed to a 
closet, opened it, and before she was fully aware of what 
had happened, found herself wearing the most exquisite 
chinchilla coat she had ever seen. 

She tried to speak, failed. 

Bill turned on a few lights and led her to the full-length 
three-way mirror. 

“If it doesn’t fit, I'll kill myself. Or if you don't like it.” 

“Bill” she said. 

“No, no. The bill has been paid.” 

He embraced her and the coat. 

“Take it,” he said. “You need it. Remember what you 
told me about ‘skin hunger’ ?” 

“You're crazy,’ she said, laughing. 

“That's the second time this year you've told me that. The 
first time you were wrong.” 

“Not this time.” 

“Why not?” 

“You can't afford this. No one can!” 

“Let's try. Al. Believe me. It’s no gift. You earned it. The 
show would be nothing except for what you did.” 

“Ridiculous.” 

“It had everything but taste and you gave it that and that’s 
why it’s there.” 

Later, they talked sensibly, or at least tried. 

“Bill, be reasonable. | can’t go back to Boston with a 
25,000 dollar coat, for God's sake!” 

“Twenty-eight.” 

“How can | explain it ?” 

“You bought it.” 

“He wouldn't like that.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because he’s he.” 

“You found it.” 

“He'd make me turn it in.” 

“Of course he would, but who'd claim it? Then when 
nobody did, it’s yours.” 

“Too dangerous. Suppose somebody does. You know. A 
caper of some kind—what could | do ?” 

“Nothing.” 

They drank champagne in silence until Bill jumped up 
and threw his glass into the fireplace. 

“Eureka!” he shouted. 

“What 2?” 

“Got it. Remind me to become a great playwright some 
day, will you? | have got it and it is foo/proof! Listen. Are 
you listening ee 

“Yes.” 


As Alison and Mitch prepared for bed the following night, 
she said, “Mitch 2” 
“Yes 2” 
“Have you ever—in your life—hocked anything ?” 
“What ?” 
“You know, pawned something. In a pawnshop.” 
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“Good Lord, no.” 

“One 

“Why 2” 

“| just wondered.” 

He went out to his dressing room, returned a few minutes 
later and said, smiling: “| just remembered. | did once hock 
something.” 

“Where ? When ?” 

“Sophomore year. University of Utah. My father’d given 
me a fine birthday watch. A Patek-Philippe. | was in the 
clutches, at the time, of a ravishing high-breasted siren who 
was on the four-to-midnight shift at Emilio’s Bar &@ Grill. 
| lavished my allowance on her, | went into debt, rented out 
my car—couldn't sell it, of course. And she had a birthday 
coming up and oh boy did she let me know it. So | hitch- 
hiked into town, hocked the watch for 200 dollars—it was 
worth about eight—and bought her the used car she told 
me she needed. A week later, she gave it to her cousin 


@Mitch was an exemplary husband but Bill 
supplied the few missing elements in her life. 
She was happy. ® 


because he had weak lungs and needed it to keep his job. 
A salesman. This beautiful gesture made me love her more 
than ever and it wasn’t until my senior year that | found out 
that her weak-lunged cousin was actually her boy-friend 
because he beat her up and she took him to court to get her 
car back. Does that answer your question ?”’ 

“Partly,” she said. 

“Wait a second.” 

He went off again. When he returned, shortly, he was 
buttoning his pajamas. 

“Christina,” he said. 

“What 2” 

“That was her name. Christina.” 

“But about hocking.” 

“Yes 2” 

“What happens if you lose the ticket ?” 

“You're out of luck.” 

“Why 2?” 

“Bouse that's the whole point. You leave the merchan- 
dise as security—you don't give your name or address or 
anything—it’s an anonymous transaction. That’s what makes 
it so popular.” 

“So what if you find a pawn ticket ?” 

“You're in luck.” 

“Hot dog!” 

“Why ? Did you 2?” 

“| think so.” She went out to her dressing room and came 
back, opening a handbag. “‘Is this one ?”’ she asked, handing 
it to him. 

He examined it. 

“It certainly is.” 

“You mean if | go there and hand it in, they'll give me the 
—-whatever it is 2?” 

“If you give them the money, sure. In this case—’ he 
looked at the ticket, ““—200 dollars. Hey! Probably some 
Cambridge kid's Patek-Phillipe.’’ 

“Ha. But 200 dollars—it must be something valuable.” 

“Where'd you find it?” 

“At the airport. Nuttiest thing. | bought some magazines—"’ 

“I'll bet you did.” 

“dropped them, and when | picked them up, there was 
this thing in my hand.” 

He came to her, kissed her neck, and asked: 
you didn't hock something ?” 

“What have | got to hock ?” 

“Do you know what you just said ?” 

“What ?” 


“You just said, ‘You stingy bastard, you never give me 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 128 
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any jewelry or anything !'” 
“| did?” 


“That's what it sounded like to me.” 

“You ought to see an ear, nose and ear man.” 

“Just wait till Christmas, though. You're going to be 
bowled over.” 

“Lam?” 

“Bowled. In New Orleans they'll have the Sugar Bowl, up 
here it'll be the Alison Bowl.” 

“| can hardly wait.” 

“Me,” he said, ‘I’m more interested in this pawn. ticket. 
| can hardly wait. After all, | know what's in your Christmas 
stocking. But this—it’s a sort of mystery game. Like a grab 
bag. Those surprise packages they sell at auctions.” 

“Give it here,” she said .“You'll lose it.” 

“No, | won't.” 

“Let me put it back in my bag.” 

“Why? I'm going to get it for you. Isn't that what you 
meant ?” 

She felt her heart turn over and, nonplussed, began to 
pretend a violent cough. The plan had gone wrong! Mean- 
while she thought, clickingly. The man might recognize him. 
‘No. Yes. His picture’s been in the papers. Don’t panic. She 
drank a glass of water. 

“You all right?” asked Mitch. 

“Yes.” 

She lit a cigarette. He laughed. 

“You know what you are ?” he asked. 

“What ?” 

“A human being. In all its wonder and goofiness. You 
know what's right and you do what's wrong. You cough, so 
you light a cigarette. That's progress. You're class. The 
common man lights a cigarette and then coughs.” 

While he was off on this habitual sort of homily, she 
decided that luck—speaking of luck—was with her. Of 
course. Better this way. Let him get it. Much better. 

They got into bed. 

“Is the window open 2?” she asked. 

“No, why 2” 

“| don’t want my pawn ticket to blow away.” 

“C’mere, you nut,” he said. 


@ | ogether they opened the box and Alison 
felt herself grow damp all over® 


The next afternoon, he came home carrying a large, square, 
heavy box. 

“| think it must be full of priceless moon rocks,” he said. 

“What'll you bet ?” she asked, her heart pounding. 

She got a knife from the kitchen. Together, they opened 
the box and brought forth a beautiful mother-of-pearl inlaid 
_ piano accordion. Alison felt herself grow damp all over. 

Mitch laughed. “‘Come on. You're supposed to say, ‘Just 
what I’ve always wanted’.”’ 

She could say nothing. 

Mitch began to mix Martinis as she desperately attempted 
to sort out what had happened. A simple error ? A fraud ? In 
any case, there was nothing she could say or do. Not for the 
moment. Bil]. She would call Bill. Bill would think of some- 
thing. He always did. 

“Here,” said Mitch, handing her a Martini, ““and shall we 
look in the Yellow Pages for an accordion teacher ?” 

It took every ounce of the acting talent she possessed to 
produce a laugh. 

She did not call Bill. The holidays would be over in a few 
days. Then she would go to New York and, together, they 
would deal with this disaster. 

On Christmas morning she awoke alone in the king-size 
bed. The smell of frying bacon told her that Mitch was 
already downstairs having his breakfast. She became aware 
of the fact that her wrist wore a delicately wrought bracelet 
of gold, set with tiny multi-colored semi-precious stones. 
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She remembered. His Christmas promise. She got out of bed, 
moved into the better light by the window, took off the 
bracelet and examined it. $200, she thought, and was 
instantly contrite. She had long tried, without success, to 
break herself of this shaming habit of appraisal. 

She put the bracelet back on, chose her most festive 
dressing gown, made up carefully, and went down to join 
her husband. 

She kissed him, thanked him, and kissed him again. 

As she moved to the sideboard to get her breakfast, she 
heard the front door open and close. 

She turned to Mitch, questioningly. 

“That'll be Gleason,”” he whispered. “Say something nice 
about the you know—the bauble—she picked it out.” 

“All right.” 

She turned back to her plate, as she heard Mrs. Gleason’s 
morning voice: ‘May | come in?” 

“Sure,” Mitch called out. 

Behind her, Alison heard Mrs. Gleason shout: “Merry 
Christmas! I'll only be a second. On my way to Concord 
for a family screamer.” 

“Merry Christmas,” said Mitch. 

Alison turned into the room and said, ‘‘Merry—’ 

That was all. She saw Mrs. Gleason hand Mitch a Brooks 
Brothers box. She saw Mrs. Gleason come toward her with 
a package from Shreve, Crump, and Low. Most of all, she 
saw that Mrs. Gleason was wearing the most exquisite 
chinchilla coat she had ever seen. 

She dropped her plate. She fainted. 

She came to in the crook of her husband's left arm. He 
seemed to be having a talk with the chinchilla coat. 

“Don't be silly, Annie,” he said. 

“How can you be sure?” asked the coat. “Maybe she 
doesn't know yet herself.” 

Will you shut up? I'd know if she were pregnant. . . 
Wait... Here she is... Alison? A/ison ... Give me those 
ice-cubes. In a napkin.” 

“Here you are,” said the coat. 

Cold on the back of her neck. Unpleasant. But her brain 
was beginning to work. She was being lifted to her feet 
and put into a chair. All the while, her husband continued to 
converse with the coat, but she heard no words. She was 
entirely occupied by a conversation with herself. What had 
happened ? Did he give the ticket to Mrs. Gleason and did 
she— ? Did he turn it in himself and then give the coat to—? 
Is he wise to it all and so—? No, because then why would 
he give it to her when |—? 

As she gained consciousness, she wished for uncon- 
sciousness. 

Mrs. Gleason was gone. Her husband was helping her to 
finish a cup of black coffee. 

“Too hot,” she said. 

ie right, love. Take your time. You'll be all right.’ 

es. 

“Have some breakfast ?” 

“Sure.” 

“Merry Christmas.” 

“Merry Christmas.” 

“Any idea what ?” 

“No. Maybe got out of bed too fast.” 

“Yes. That could be it. Your color’s back. You're all right.” 

“I'm all right.” 

He was looking at the sports section. 

She tried a forkful of egg and thought for a second she 
was going to be sick. 

Her husband was looking at her. 

“Maybe overdoing those New York 
strenuous ?” 

“Maybe,” she said. 

She skipped the next trip, and the next. 

Then she went down again and soon everything was going 


on as before. Og 
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THE 

GREAT 
AMERICAN 
POLARIZATION 
INDUSTRY 
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in Editor & Publisher, the trade publica- 
tion for newspaper executives, states, 
“AMERICA NEEDS MORE FLAG 
WAVERS !" The ad, inserted by Tamm- 
Vogt Co., a flag manufacturer, goes on 
to say that “Patriotism is in danger of 
becoming a dirty word. The Pledge of 
Allegiance is questioned. Students re- 
fuse to sing The Star-Spangled Banner. 
Where does it all end ? Start the counter- 
attack. Offer U.S. Flag sets at cost as a 
public service.” 

Everybody seems to get magnanimous 
when it comes to vending American 
flags. Recently Abercrombie & Fitch 
offered a special inducement to flag 
customers. Around the Fourth of July 
for every flag sold at Abercrombie & 
Fitch there would be a flag given at no 
charge to a needy family. 


The NOW Look 
in Loungewear! 


Lounge Pants in 
cotton lace with 
full lining of 
nylon-tricot, 
pull-on styling. 
(White or BIk) Judo-Jumper 
Robe. 
Nylon-tricot, 
fast-drying 
wash and wear. 
In black, white 


SEND 25¢ 
FOR OUR 
NEW 


CATALO The NOW 


Shop for Men 

AH MEN pept. p-12 

8933 Santa Monica Blvd 

Hollywood, Calif 90069 
Add 50¢ postage. No C.0.D.’s, please. 
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And so it goes, the American flag is 
available in large size to hang in the 
house and in very large size to hang 
outside for holidays and other occasions. 
If for some reason you can’t hang a real 
flag in your house you can hang a 
picture of a flag. There are also flag 
neck-ties. There are flag shirts, but they 
got a bad name when Abbie Hoffman 
wore one on television. There are flag 
stick-pins. There are flag tie-pins. There 
are flag cufflinks. Even Tiffany & Co. 
has a flag, a ‘pin of enameled 14 carat 
gold for women or lapel pin for men”, 
priced at $15. 

There are alternatives. For example, if 
you read White Power, the organ of The 
American Nazi party, you can get an 
attractive bust of the leader—Adolf, 
that is. It’s “faithfully reproduced in 
baked ceramic-ware” with “excellent 
quality and detail, a felt padded base’’. 
It comes in two colors—‘‘Deep Bronze 
or Bright Gold”, and costs $5.50. The 
same post office box also offers a flag, 
but not the Stars and Stripes. The ad 
reads: “At least, you can fly the colors 
of National Socialism! Swastika Ban- 
ners now available. Glorious—Inspiring. 
Perfect for your home or meeting place. 
3 x 5 feet, sturdy cotton in red, black & 
white.” The flags are $10 apiece. There 
are even a few personality posters 
available to right-minded people. Patri- 
otic Products in good old Arlington, Va., 
offers ‘Giant 2’ x 3’ Patriotic posters’, 
of Governor George Wallace, General 
Douglas MacArthur or Senator Joseph 
McCarthy. Though none really has the 
Jole de vivre of the Che portrait, Senator 
McCarthy is seen to be smiling coyly. 

Some liberals have tried to reclaim the 
flag via decals with flag-dove designs 
and a flag spread across two hands, one 
black and the other white. But these 
efforts have done little to change the 
current political bias of the American 
flag. However, there is a new entry in 
the field that may have more success. 
It’s the ecology flag. The stars and 
stripes are there all right, but the colors 
are white and green. The flag is adver- 
tised on the inside cover of Evergreen 
Review, and the copy reads: “ECOL- 
OGY. We're through talking about it. 
We're tired of rapping about the waste, 
and pollution, and filth that surrounds 
our lives... So we made a symbol for 
the ecology movement. A green and 
white flag that stands for pure air and 
green lands .. . But this symbol can fall 
as easily as it started unless you are 
committed. This flag is not a conversa- 
tion piece, a decoration or a joke. 
Unless you plan to do something with 
the flag that will support the movement 
we'd rather not send you one. But if you 
think this flag can get you and your 
people actively involved, write to us. 
You may never talk about ecology 
again.’ Shades of Tom Sawyer. 

Perhaps we should cut away from 


the display counter for a moment to ask 
why there is a polarization industry in 
America. The simplest answer, of course, 
is that the country /s polarized and 
what we are witnessing is a classic 
demonstration of the laws of supply and 
demand. This answer though is in- 
adequate. It does not really explain why 
there is a demand for such products. 
Furthermore, polarization is not peculiar 
to American society. 

Everywhere there is a Super-sensitivity 
to one’s own identity and a super- 
disregard for the sensitivities of others. 
Belgium may burst apart because many 
Flemings and Walloons feel they can no 
longer live together. Skinheads in 
England are beating up Pakistanis. 
There are riots in the Korean ghettos of 
Japan. Palestinian Arabs go to war with 
Jordan and Lebanon. Tribal wars wreck 
the new African states. Protestants and 
Catholics play mass rip-off games on 
the streets of Belfast. The United States 
is a matrix for this pattern. 

According to Marshall McLuhan, the 
impending culture's leading theore- 
tician, “The U.S. which was the first 
nation in history to begin its national 
existence as a centralized and literate 
political entity, will now play the his- 
torical film backward, reeling into a 
multiplicity of decentralized Negro 
states, Indian states, regional states, 
linguistic and -ethnic. states, etc.” 
McLuhan feels that the replacement of 
mechanical (one-step-at-a-time) media 
with electrical (everything-happening- 
simultaneously) media is leading to an 
inevitable Balkanization. 

With television and telephones, etc. 
we are drenched with the processes 
that are changing our culture—the way 
we look at ourselves and each other. 
Thus we have a need for items that 
verify our new feelings of identity. We 
are not seeking to express ourselves 
simply because of our cherished rever- 
ence for the First Amendment. We are 
seeking to express ourselves because 
we do not care to come together. We 
are anxious to disunite the United 
States and we need new artifacts for 
our new identities. The fact that this 
country does have a First Amendment, 
plus the massive production capabilities 
to convert paper and cloth into millions 
and millions of slogans to be worn or 
tacked up hastens the process even 
more. 

Clearly, the polarization industry 
meets the challenge of new cultural 
trends, but its most stable markets re- 
main the young left and the middle-aged 
right. When the young are not postering 
or peace signing their environment they 
are looking for fun ways to wear their 
beliefs. Perhaps the Murphia, Inc. line 
of “Make Love Not War” products is 
the most ingenious. They all feature a 
drawing of a naked couple copulating. 
Encircling the art is the repeated legend 
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A TIANGUP YOU CAN 
REALLY GET WRAPPED UP IN 


These authentic TRIBAL BLANKETS are woven in AFRICA. The exciting colorful patterns 
are those of the BASUTO TRIBE. Measuring 4% by 5 feet they can be used as a wall or floor covering, on a bed, a 
wrap up for yourself or the two of you. Cut a hole in the center to make a unique poncho. Bind it, fringe it 
or bead it. Great as a gift. 


$ 95 TO: PB TEXTILES - 49 West 37 Street, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10018 
' EACH CHECK O Red/Black O Gold/Black © Brown/Sand 
Enclosed please find check or money order for $25.95. ($24.95 plus $1.00 ship’g charges) 
Plus Shipping 
No C.O.D. Name 


Address 


City 


CATTLEBARON 
221 West 46th St. 228 West 47th St. 
Complete dinner of shrimp cocktail, boneless 
sirloin steak or roast prime ribs of beef, baked 
potato, salad, cheese cake or ice cream and cof- 
fee. Plus all the drinks you can drink with din- 


ner. $6.50. Late a la carte supper from $2.25. 


THE CATTLEMAN 
5 East 45th Street 154 West 51st Street 
“The Adult Westerns” featuring prairie-sized 
steaks and over-sized drinks. Dinner entrees 
from $4.50. After-theatre supper 11 pm-2 am 
with a la carte entrees from $2.25. Sunday 
Brunch (Noon to 3 pm) with free champagne 
from $3.95. Free self-parking after 6 pm. 


CAVANAGH’S 
260 West 23rd Street 
Great steaks and chops. Drinking on the 
Honor System and heaping portions make 
every day one of the good old days. Complete 
dinners from $6.25. A la carte entrees from 
$4.25. Free parking on 22nd Street. 


DOWNBEAT 
380 Lexington Avenue at 42nd Street 
A fantastic duo of steak and jazz. Complete 
16-0z. boneless sirloin steak dinner plus all 
you can drink for only $10.75. After 11 pm 
special supper menu with all you can drink 
for $7.75. Continuous music featuring the 
greatest jazz attractions in the country. 


LUCHOW’S 

110 East 14th Street 
One of New York’s most celebrated restau- 
rants since 1882. Oom-pah band and string 
ensemble enhance the Old World flavor. At- 
tendant parks cars at dinner. A la carte en- 
trees from $3.25. Suppers served 11 pm to 
midnight. 


ORANGERIE 
Rue 59 et Ay. Madison 
The romance of the Riviera. Catering to every 
appetite every hour of the day. Le Gala Diner, 
at $8.75; after theatre supper, Fri., Sat. 


RIVERBOAT 
Empire State Building 


New York’s greatest dinner and entertain- 
ment package gives you all you can drink plus 


Before and after the play 


full course 16-0z. boneless sirloin steak din- 
ners, all for only $10.75. After 11 pm late 
supper including all you can drink $7.75. Con- 
tinuous dancing to exciting bands and with- 
it groups. 


ROAST BEEF & BREW 

Broadway at 64th Street 
Across from Lincoln Center. Roast prime ribs 
of beef—double cut on the bone, $5.50, or the 
traditional cut, $4.50. Including all the beer 
you can drink, all the salad you can make. 
Opera Supper after 10 pm with a la carte en- 
trees from $2.25, 


STEAK & BREW 
Broadway at 51st Street 
Fifth Avenue at 12th Street 
400 East 57th Street 

Broadway at 69th Street 
An English eating and drinking pub. 12-oz. 
boneless sirloin steak, all the salad you can 
make and all the beer you can drink. All for 
$4.35. Other entrees from $3.60. Casual dress. 


DAN STAMPLER’S STEAK JOINT 
58 Greenwich Avenue 
New York’s famed steak house features seven 
fantastic steaks. In the heart of Greenwich 
Village. A la carte entrees from $3.95, 


STEER PALACE 
2 Penn Plaza at Madison Square Garden 
The elegance of old San Francisco in seven 
fabulous rooms. Enjoy superb beef, game or 
seafood. Dinner entrees from $4.25. Enjoy 
your after-show supper in the Saloon. 


STEAK & ROAST BEEF PARLOUR 
1450 Broadway at 41st Street 
Casual home of the Drink ’n Dine Deal. En- 
joy all the drinks you can drink while feasting 
on a full-course boneless sirloin steak or roast 
prime ribs of beef dinner. The whole deal is 
only $6.50. 


THE STOCK YARDS 
Madison Avenue near 49th Street 
The last stronghold of man-sized meals and 
drinks. The Great Steak Steal of ’70 features 
complete boneless sirloin steak or roast prime 
ribs of beef dinner with all the drinks you can 
handle. Only $6.50. 


longchamps 


889-5100 
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Longchamps...a growing world of mood, food and excitement. Larry Ellman, President; Alan Lewis, Executive Vice-President. 


@Longenamps Inc, 1970 


“Make Love Not War’’. As a matter of 
fact the positioning of the legs makes 
the drawing look. an awful lot like a 
peace sign. The couple can be had as 
a tank top ($5.00), a T-sports shirt 


($5.00), a prison shirt ($5.00), a 
poster ($2.00), decals ($1.50), 3” 
emblems ($1.00), and 8’’ emblems 
($1.75). 


While the young left is dressing up 
for the new America, the right is pre- 
occupied with its favorite concept— 
counter attack. A drawing of a hairy, 
bespectacled microphone-bearing freak 
appears in an ad in National Review. 
“Is this the voice of your college ?” the 
ad asks. “Chances are you're hearing 
plenty from liberals and the New Left— 
but what about the Conservative view- 
point? There /s one, you know, and if 
your college is to present a balanced 
program, conservatives should also be 
heard. Right now, getting someone who 
can ably present the conservative posi- 
tion is.no problem. You can take your 
pick from this splendid group: of 
speakers—Frederic Wilhelmsen, Charles 
W. Wiley, Ernest van den Haag, L. 
Brent Bozell, Russell Kirk, Thomas 
Molnar, Frank S. Meyer, William F. 
Rickenbacker, William A. Rusher, Ralph 
de Toledano, F. Clifton White. But act 
before schedules are filled. Whatever 
your position—student, alumnus or 
member of the administration—make 
sure that your school plays it fair. Make 
sure that a good conservative speaker is 
engaged for this semester. Write today 
to Catherine Babcock, Inc., 544 South- 
side Road, Virginia Beach, Va.” 

One school that doesn’t need Miss 
Babcock’s services is Bob Jones Uni- 
versity. Located in Greenville, South 
Carolina, it resolutely ‘‘stands without 
apology for the ‘old time’ religion and 
the absolute authority of the Bible’. 
“At Bob Jones University,’’ reads an ad 
in the John Birch Society’s American 
Opinion, “‘you can get an education 
without getting fleas.” 

For some conservatives, the idea of 
counter-attack means more than dis- 
seminating information. It means phys- 
ical counter-attack. “If you are tired,” 
the ad in Statecraft reads, “‘of being 
molested by wild savages and don’t 
have a spear, use SQUEEZE PLAY 
personal protector. Protect yourself 
from Black Power Savages. White 
Trash Hippies, Criminals, Degenerates 
and Liberal Queers. Only $3.00. Also 
great for breaking up S.D.S. meetings.” 

Yes, adventure, romance, excitement 
and glamor are provided by the polariza- 


; tion industry folks. The next time you're 


at your broker and he starts rapping 
about communications and space, you 
tell him about polarization and if he asks 
you why, just wink and say, “Build a 
better mouse trap and the world will 
gnaw a path to your door.” 


Ot—_ 


Why the great whales are being slaughtered... 
and what you can do to help save them 


Whales are being slaughtered to the 
point of extinction for pet food (and for 
motor oil, paint, margarine, soap, suntan 
oil, hand-cream, lipstick, and so on). Yet 
there is not one single product of the whale 
for which there is not a more readily avail- 
able substitute. 

Whales are being wiped out by com- 
mercial whalers at a rate that will make 
the whales effectively extinct in less than a 
decade—a rate that will consequently en- 
sure the extinction of commercial whaling 
too! 

If this incredible display of mindless 
greed offends you... and if you would like 
to actually do something, personally, to help 
right one of man's transgressions against 
nature... you should welcome this oppor- 
tunity to join The Whale Campaign, a non- 
profit program of the New York Zoological 
Society that has been organized to put 
whales under effective, world-wide protec- 
tion. 

Your membership fee of $9.95 enrolls 
you in The Whale Campaign and brings you 
a copy of the extraordinary new 12-inch 
stereo recording, ‘‘The Songs of the Hump- 
back Whale,” and a 40-page book. The 
majority of the profits from the sale goes 
to the Whale Fund. 

A Triumph for 20th-Century 
Technology 

If you think whaling folded 
when kerosene lamps were in- | 
vented, you just-haven’t kept up 
with the industry's progress. In _ 
fact, man has become almost as © 
efficient at killing whales as he has 
at killing men! 

Thanks to innovations such 
as cdannon-fired harpoons,, today’s 
electronically outfitted whaling 
ships average between one and 


two kills per day, Back in Ahab’s time, the 
average was closer to one a month. In the 
decade of the '60s, the whaling industry 
racked up an all-time record. At present 
rates the industry has less than ten years 
left before there aren't enough whales to 
make whaling profitable. 
Act Now... or Forget About Whales 

The Whale Campaign is a crash pro- 
gram to convince users of whale products 
to accept alternatives—to reach the busi- 
ness powers, interest groups, and states- 
men who, acting together, can enforce 
world-wide protection for whales —to fi- 
nance continued research into the little- 
known nature of whales. 
The Songs of the Humpback Whale... 
Yours When You Enroll in the Campaign 


handling, * 


CITY 


NAME ~ 
ADDRESS 


Dr. Roger S. Payne discovered that 
Humpback whales—among the most intelli- 
gent and mysterious of animals—sing in- 
credible, complex songs with recurring 
themes and cycles. Dr. Payne recorded 
these songs—and the resulting stereo rec- 
ord has overwhelmed the people who have 
heard it. The accompanying book explains 
how the songs were discovered .and re- 
corded, and explores the possibility that the 
lowest notes may travel tens, hundreds, or 
even thousands of miles through the ocean, 
perhaps to other whales far away. 

This important, profoundly moving rec- 
ord and 40-page book are yours when you 
enroll in The Whale Campaign. Why not fill 
in and return the coupon now, while there's 
still time? 


soca —-——----——---} 


| Whales/Penthouse Magazine 

_| Dept. EE, 1560 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 10036 

- (J Please enroll me in The Whale Campaign and send 
me set(s) of ‘The Songs of the Humpback Whale” 
(12-inch stereo record and 40-page book), 


(1 | enclose $9.95 per set. CRM pays shipping and 


OO Bill me $9.95 per set, plus shipping and handling. 
CJ | prefer to put this on my Master Charge. 


| understand that the majority of profits from the sale of 
these records and books goes to The Whale Fund of the 
New York Zoological Society. 


STATE & ZIP - 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
My account number is —_ -— aa | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


*California and New York residents please add sales tax. 


J6AP SWR11 


EXCLUSIVE IMPORTS 


A magnificent collection of outstanding photo- 
graphs from around the world. DeLuxe Hard 
Cover PLUS A FREE CAMERA with 2 shutter 
settings for instant and bulb—3 apertures for 
bright & cloudy weather—distance ranges for 
portrait, group & scenery—takes 16 color or bw 


pictures with 120 roll film. 
ONLY $7.95 


INTERGRAPHIS PRESS 
Box 90076 Milwaukee, Wis. 53202 
Gentlemen: | am enclosing payment for: 


VENUS INTERNATIONAL DELUXE PLUS 
CAMERA $7.95 


Name 


Street 


City 


State Zip 


NEW-POWERFUL 
LONG RANGE 
RADAR DETECTOR 


RADAR SENTRY GOES POWERFUL 


Safe drivers are alerted far in ad- 
vance of radar zones thru new long- 
range antenna design—transistorized 
—no wires—comes complete —clip 


on visor and use. Send check, or 
charge to Diners Club, American 
Express or C.O.D. 


10 Day Money Back Guarantee [1 Sapphire 

RADATRON, INC. 3 eS . 
| Dept. 2424-46, P.O. Box 177, Green 
N. Tonawanda, N. Y. 14121 C) Beige 


Bill my Diners Club Acct. # Each, $39.95 


Name 
Address 
CY ———— 24 State 
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BLACK MINORITY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 30 


for heroin is not a cure, but rather a 
trading of a known affliction for a 
largely unknown affliction. 

The first responsibility involves a 
commitment not unlike that of members 
of Alcoholics Anonymous to each other. 
Other useful variations might include 
the establishment of “foster” homes 
where an addict wanting to kick his 
habit would live under the supervision 
and discipline of ex-addicts. The point 
being that to bypass responsibility No. 1 
in order to bring a heroin addict under 
“control” is to deny irrevocably for the 
individual the possibility of living his 
life without depending on drugs. If the 
heroin addict can’t kick his habit, 
failure to lay out methadone’s addictive 
properties is to make the effort appear a 
sleight-of-hand form of enslavement. 
The heroin addict who agrees to metha- 
done—unlike those |ured into the govern- 
ment and private organization pro- 
grams—must understand and be willing 
to accept freely a new dependence on 
methadone. The present efforts to de- 
toxify a heroin addict (lower his daily 
intake) before adopting methadone are 
clinical and are not really intended to 
help the addict to kick his habit. 

Racial overtones to such practices 
are not immediately apparent, but 
suppose (and the likelihood may be as 
high as 50 per cent) a black woman 
conned into methadone by a well- 
meaning white administration produces 
a deformed baby or becomes sterile. 
These consequences could occur, and 
rationalizations that black ex-heroin 
addicts knew and accepted the risks 
would not be enough to quiet an 
aroused black community. The neces- 
sity to make sure that every addict 
knows exactly the risks and costs of 
conversion to methadone is best handled 
by those in the community without 
promotion, pay, prestige and power 
involved in achieving a “quota” of 
addicts or in expanding their programs. 

Also, community control is more able 
to maintain the anonymity of patients, 
because local residents can defy the 
hierarchy of political interests to take 
care of their neighbors’ personal in- 
terests. To meet the objection about the 
failure to capture scientific data under 
such a project, it would be simple 
enough to establish a numbered recog- 
nition code for each addict, like a 
“password-countersign”. This, when 
added to or subtracted from another 
number held by those who operate the 
project, would provide identification of 
the individual’s file. If Swiss bank 
accounts and the numbers racket can 
operate in such a way to retain the 


anonymity of depositors. and players, 
there is no reason why methadone 
treatment programs can’t do the same. 
Thus, once anonymity is assured by the 
community's actions—and believed in 
by the addicts—it becomes not only 
possible to acquire scientific data about 
heroin and methadone, but more likely 
that such data will be accurate. 

To avoid the antagonism and sense of 
inferiority instilled by current programs 
involves a repudiation of the “free” 
clinic approach where indigent patients 
sit for hours on end on_ straight- 
backed chairs and stare at each other. 
Scheduled appointments are feasible, 
and the project must operate at times 
convenient to the methadone addict. 
Too often, public medical clinics operate 
at times which make it impossible for a 
person to do much more than spend an 
entire day to get a bandage changed. 
If suburban banks are able to open 
before and after the “normal” working 
day, there is no reason why a methadone 
treatment program can’t do the same 
thing. A service activity exists for those 
it serves and not vice versa, but anyone 
from the ghetto can attest that public 
service facilities seem to be operated as 
ifthe officials were doing the recipients of 
the service a favor. Such an attitude 
among professional bureaucrats may be 
impossible to eradicate but there is no 
reason for it to occur in a community- 
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PONDEROSA 
SHIRT 


Enjoy that rugged rawhide 
look so right for today’ 
outdoor people. Three 

top quality fabrics 

for your consider- 

ation: wide-wale 
corduroy, suede 

finish cotton 

moleskin, and 

ever - popular 

denim, Cordu- 

roy in_ tan, 

olive or indigo 

blue ($11.95). 

Suede cloth in 

leather brown 

($12.95). Denim 

in navy ($8.95) 

Men’‘s S-M-L-XL 

Ladies’ S-M-L. 


16” DEERSKIN 
SCOUT BOOT 


NOW! Comfort . . . dura- 
bility plus protection .. 

good looks! Made of genuine 
heavy weight deerskin. Hard 
molded, thick rawhide sole. 
Foam - padded leather - lined 
insole. Draw string under 
fringed flap. Buffalo-brown 
suede. Order yours today. 


Ladies’ 4-10 eae 


$17.95 
Men’s 6-13 N&M 
$19.95 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 


$1 HANDLING CHARGE 
$2 DEPOSIT ON COD’s. 


Outdoor Word 


Or |Div. of Western Brands PH-12 
G} ESTES PARK, COLO. 80517 
PHONE 303: 586-3361 


All 3 of these ext 
FREE with Your S 


_..1he most exciting, tune 


EVENTS 


EVENTS made by Fred Baker is about a young 
filmmaker who must make some stag films to 
raise money. 

Here is the full script with over 100 photos 
from the hit film. EVENTS shows a series of 
actual happenings as the filmmaker, his young 
girl friendand assorted GreenwichVillage com- 
Panions make a pornographic movie. “‘A cli- 
mactic orgy sequence which shatters the tew 
remaining theatrical sex pix conventions.” 


raordinary illustrated film BOOKS 


ubscription to 


Andy Warhol’s 


BLUE MOVIE 


BLUE MOVIE set new box office records in 
New York’s Greenwich Village before it was 
raided by New York City police, an almost un- 
heard of censorship in this day and age. Here 
is first publication of complete text and over 
100 pictures from this film. As Archer Winston 
said in-the New York Post, ‘‘Warhol shows 
what the Swedes and Danes won't or can’t.” 


d-in magazine pu 


EEN REVIEW 


blishe 


Henry Miller’s 


QUIET DAYS IN CLICHY 


Combine Henry Miller's million-copy bestseller 
with a major movie and include 75 movie stills 
and you have a marvelously readable and stim- 
ulating version of a classic work suppressed 
in this country for many years. ‘‘One of the 
freshest, funniest movies in many a year. It 
will run into censorship trouble galore... After 
this Danish film, all shot-from-the-h 


will seem tame.” (Variety) bee 


(Variety) 


A SUBSCRIPTION SAVING OF 25% 


US ye 
AS YOU ENJOY ADULT, ADVENTURO R 


LTURAL SPOTLIGHT 


pl READING IN THE MAGAZINE THAT IS IN TODAY’S CU j 


Yes, take not one, but all three of these lavishly illustrated new film 
books FREE as our Anniversary Gift to celebrate a new phase of the 
exciting cultural explosion we ar@living in. 


th “... one of the most important 
literary periodicals in the U.S.” SWEEK), bringing you the most 
adult—the most literate—the mo xciting and meaningful writing, 
theatre and art on today’s cultural scene. Every issue is, a fresh expe- 
rience, filled with the work of the most gifted writers, artists, play- 
wrights, and filmmakers in the world today. Especially exciting things 
have been happening in the worldof films as today’s moviemakers open 
up new doors to awareness of our lives and the world around us and 
help break down outdated concepts of what is “permissible.” Over 
300,000 readers of EVERGREEN (grown from 25,000 just three years 
ago) are provoked, stimulated and delighted each month with such 
articles and features as these, drawn from recent issues; 

@ WOODSTOCK-—A conversation with two “genuine freak’ movie- 
makers—Director Michael Wadleigh and Cameraman Bob Maurice— 
discussing the making of the film and its near massacre in Holly- 
wood’s meat grinder. 

BILLY GRAHAM AND FRIEND—The hard-to-believe scene of the 
preacher advising the President of the U.S. on questions of state. 
OH! CALCUTTA! Two short plays from the startling hit ‘‘entertain- 
ment”’ with eye-filling on-stage photographs. 

MARIJUANA AND SEX—A University Professor reports on astonish- 
ing interviews with 200 users. 

ELDRIDGE CLEAVER RAPS—A no-holds barred Interview with the 
Black Panther Minister of Information. 

THE NEW EROTICISM—A noted art critic surveys and illustrates the 
new sexuality in the world of painting, sculpture and dance. 

EASY RIDER—Behind-the-scenes conversation with Dennis Hopper, 
co-author, director, co-star of the film smash of the year. 

THE BEARD-—the full text of the sensational “funny, fast and authen- 
tically outrageous brilliant little monster of a play.” (Newsweek) 

EP (EPIDERMAL) ART—Six colorful pages of eight fantastic females 
illustrating this wild art form. 


@ | WAS CURIOUS—Excerpts from the diary of this sensational Swed- 
ish film kept by the Director. 


Now you, too, can enjoy each 


Jens Bjorneboe 

lian, told by her: 

bited European 

Includes 22 stills from t 
saving the bother of boo 
introductory subscription. 


@ WHITE WOMAN—BLACK MAN—Julius Lester talks first with the wife, 
then with the husband, to provide a moving picture of a mixed 
marriage. 

@ A FRENCHMAN LOOKS AT EROTICA—Alain Robbe-Grillet, one of 
France’s most distinguished novelists, expresses his intriguing 
views on everything sexual from Kinsey to Cardinale. 

@ CONFESSIONS OF A HIPPIE—An exclusive interview telling it like it 
is on the hippie scene...sex, drugs, babies, homosexuality. 


AND MORE, MORE, MORE! 


Exciting? Yes. Provocative? Yes. Fresh and literate? Yes. Why miss out 
on the Evergreen Review explosion? Take advantage of this introduc- 
tory subscription at the low rate of only $9 for the next year—12 issues 
at a saving of $3 from the newsstand price. And at the same time, you 
receive the three exciting books shown here as your FREE BONUS. 
There never was a better time tosee the new monthly Evergreen Review. 


PLUS FREE CLUB MEMBERSHIP 


—You also receive full benefits of membership in the Evergreen 
Club, the only Club of its kind that makes available honest, power- 


ful, adult books which may never show up at your corner book- 
store. Members never have to buy any book ever, but if they do, 
they benefit from unusually low Club prices. Your membership is 
completely free. 


3 (to 4) Books FREE - Mail Today 


EVERGREEN REVIEW P-5 
214 Mercer Street, New York, N.Y. 10012 


i] 
I 
I 
| Gentlemen: | wish to take advantage of your offer which entitles 
| me to one year (12 issues) of Evergreen Review at the low rate of 
| $9 (saves 25% from the newsstand price). I'll also receive as a 
| Gift one copy each of Events, Blue Movie, and Quiet Days in 
Clichy. |n addition, | am to receive all benefits of Evergreen Club 
| Membership with no obligation to buy any book ever. 
SPECIAL BONUS OFFER! If you enclose payment now, you will 
receive a free copy of a 4th book, Without A Stitch. 
0 Enclosed is my check for $9 OD Please bill me 


Name 


Address 


City State Zip 


Oo SAVE $2 more: Check here if you prefer 2 years (24 issues) at only 
$16 (an extra saving of $2)—plus all free books as above. 


BORED OF DIRECTORS? 


If you are looking for that needed conversation piece for your pad, den, 
playroom or office, but you’re bored with the ordinary, uninteresting director 
chair consider this unusual Continental Director Chair. 

Here is a chance to get in on the African trend in design with the lure 
and excitement of the Leopard, Zebra and Giraffe. The slings are knitted, 
acrylic pile that look and feel like real fur. Manufactured with the highest 
standards of materials and design and easily assembled in minutes. Select 
your fur design...$27.95 plus shipping and handling costs. No C.O.D. please. 


TO: DIRECTOR CHAIRS * 34 READ AVENUE 
CRESTWOOD, N.Y. 10707 


Please ship DIRECTOR CHAIRS @ $27.95 (plus $2.00 each for 
shipping and handling) total $29.95 each. 


SELECT FUR DESIGN CHOICE (CHECK ONE) 


— LEOPARD 


OO BLACK GIRAFFE C1 BROWN GIRAFFE CJ] ZEBRA 


ENCLOSED FIND [].CHECK C] MONEY ORDER « NO C.O.D. 
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Address 


City State Zip 
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controlled program. 

It should also be possible to 
avoid the clinic corral where all the 
patients wait their turn in a common 
room. This can be done by the use of 
individual cubicles, from which a patient 
would leave by a rear exit. This may 
seem like unnecessary “‘frills,”” but such 
items promote the individual's self- 
respect and help maintain his privacy. 

These are merely the mechanics of 
operation. But if methadone treatment 
programs do not operate humanely at 
this level there is little hope that psycho- 
logical therapy or rehabilitation will be 
successful. There is. no guarantee of 
success from any known method de- 
signed to break the heroin habit, but the 
community approach merits a serious 
try because it enables the addict to 
confront his enemy on the grounds 
where he must ultimately win or lose his 
fight: in the community where heroin is 
available. Significantly, most case his- 
tories show that “cures’’ under various 
treatments only remain cures as long as 
the opportunity to get heroin is absent. 

But cures, no matter how well 
meant, cannot solve the problem. The 
only realistic solution is in wiping out 
traffic in the drug. In the face of in- 
effective national action, it is hardly 
surprising that there should be incidents 
like the recent one in Baltimore where 
some seven or eight pushers were 
murdered. The effects of these killings 
by ‘a person or persons unknown" was 
that it became difficult to buy heroin in 
Baltimore and the supply of heroin in 
Baltimére was shifted to Washington, 
D.C. where it drove the price of a single 
packet down from $1.50 to $1.00. It 
takes little imagination to realize that the 
elimination of pushers in this manner 
was most probably accomplished by 
black individuals or organizations, at- 
tempting to get the monkey off black 
people’s backs. Obviously black mili- 
tants cannot act effectively against the 
producers of heroin and the growers of 
opium, but they can take direct action 
against the distributors. , 

But killing those who traffic in heroin 
poses almost insurmountable problems 
of deciding whether to prosecute or not 
to prosecute “‘black vigilantes” for their 
“crimes.” In addition its effect is to 
further widen the division of U.S. society 
by making violent vigilantes into con- 
temporary folk heroes. 

This, then, is the dilemma. If we rely 
on methadone to solve the problem of 
heroin addiction, black persons run the 
unnecessary risk of becoming slaves to 
itand to those who control its supply. On 
the other side, black vigilantes may be 
counted on to tackle the problem with 
the only means at their disposal. 

The time to act is now, for tomorrow 
is certain to be too late. 


Next month: A radical solution. 


8003253535 


The one reservation number for all Sheraton Hotels and Motor Inns in the world. 


00325353 


Call it free. Anytime from anywhere in the Continental United States. 


00325353 


Call it as you would any long distance number from your area. 


00325353 


Call it free anytime and you'll get an immediate confirmation. 


03253535 


Callit...or your travel agent will call it for you. 
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Sheraton Hotels & Motor Inns 
80073253535 | 


YOURE BEING ROBBED! 


irtually every time that you spend 

money, whether at the supermarket, de- 

partment store, drugstore, or gas sta- 

tion, you’re being ROBBED! You’re 
being duped, hoodwinked, and swindled out of 
the full value of your money by a combination 
of deceptive selling techniques that include 
Madison Avenue double-talk, mendacious sales- 
manship, and insidious labeling and packaging 
ploys. Senator Warren Magnuson, the most alert 
consumer watchdog in Congress, says that decep- 
tive selling is today’s ‘‘most serious form of 
theft, accounting for more dollars lost each 
year than robbery, larceny, auto thefts, em- 
bezzlement, and forgery combined.” Sidney 
Margolius, the dean of American consumer writ- 
ers, asserts that “Never in the 30 years I have 
been reporting on consumer problems has the 
public been as widely and steadily exploited as 
today.” And Ralph Nader, the nation’s most re- 
nowned champion of consumer rights, states 
that “Nowadays consumers are being manipu- 
lated and defrauded not just by marginal,fly-by- 
night hucksters, but by America’s blue-chip busi- 
ness firms.” In short, commercial flimflammery 
is rife throughout the nation and the American 
consumer is. being victimized as never before. As 
a partial antidote to this widespread fraud 
and deception, an intrepid, authoritative, new 
publication has been launched. Its name is 
Moneysworth. 


Moneysworth, as its name implies, aims to 
see that you get full value for the money you 
spend. It rates competitive products as to best 
buys (as among cameras, hi-fi’s, automobiles, 
and the like); it offers tips on how to save mon- 
ey (they will astound you with their ingenuity); 
and it counsels you on the management of your 
personal finances (telling not only how to gain 
maximum return on your investments and sav- 
ings, but also how to protect your money 
against the ravages of inflation). In short, 
Moneysworth is your own personal consumer 
crusader, trusted stockbroker, and chancellor of 
the exchequer—all in one. 


Perhaps the best way to describe Moneys- 
worth for you is to list the kinds of articles it 
prints: 


Earn 12% on Your Savings (Fully Insured) 

How to Buy A Car for $125 Over Dealer’s Cost 
Inaccurate Billing by the Phone Company 

The Advantages of a Swiss Banking Account 
The New U.S.-Made Minicars: An Evaluation 


14 Recession-Wracked Cities Where Real Estate 
Ts Selling for a Pittance 


Consuming Fire’’— Moneysworth takes aim 
at companies that are defrauding the public. 


Unsafe at Any Height—A comparison of the 
safety records of America’s airlines. 


A Consumer’s Guide to Marijuana 

Free Land and Free Money from Uncle Sam 
Stocks that Are on the Rebound 

Send Your Child to College Abroad 

The Moneysworth Co-operative—Details of a 


price-discount co-op (for purchasing typewriters, - 


cameras, and the like) that Moneysworth sub- 
scribers automatically become members of. 


How Much Are You Worth?—An amazingly sim- 
ple chart gives you the answer in 60 seconds. 


High-Priced Lemons— Mechanical failures on 
brand-new Imperials,Continentals, and Cadillacs. 


The Link Between Heart Attack and Coffee 
The Economics of Being Black 

Cashing In on Canada’s New “Floating” Dollar 
Cyclamates: Did America Overreact? 

How to Buy Art Without Getting Framed 


Critics’ Consensus—A regular feature of Moneys- 
worth in which the opinions of leading book, 
record, and film critics are tabulated. 


Providing Your Teenager with Contraception 


“Unit-Pricing’”—The most revolutionary develop-, 
ment in food stores since trading stamps. 


The Effect of Air Pollution on Potency 

The Great Odometer Gyp—How rent-a-car com- 
panies take the American public for a $10-mil- 
lion-a-year ride. 

“No Load” Mutual Funds—A list of 45 funds 
that return the equivalent of an 8% profit at the 
very moment of investment. 

12 Ways to Put the Touch on Friends—And 12 
ways to demur. 

How to Buy Medical Insurance Without Trauma 
The Encouragement of Reckless Driving by GM, 
Chrysler, and Ford—Verbatim quotes from their 
souped-up ads in hot-rod magazines. 

Taking Stock of Your Stockbroker—Nine ways to 
probe his probity. 

Legal Ways to Beat Sales Taxes 

Co-ops and Condominiums Explained 

“The Safest Car of 19_”—A_ new series of an- 
nual awards by the editors of Moneysworth. 
How to Break a Lease 

Land Investment in Australia—At $1.20 an acre, 
land down under rates high among speculators. 
How to Sue Without a Lawyer 

The Impending Ban on Leaded Gasoline—How 
it should affect your next car purchase. 

A Guide to Legal Abortion—Including the costs 
in different states. 

And Now, Microwave Pollution—An exposé of 


the damage wrought to humans by radar, elec- 
tronic ovens, and TV transmission. 


Social Security’s Special Rules for Women 
How Metrecal Hurts Your Diet 


Life Insurance: A Legalized Swindle—A Hartford 
actuary tells why he believes that “more than 
90% of American policies are sold through mis- 
representation, deceit, and fraud.” 

Teaching Your Child the Value of Money—With- 
out having him overvalue it. 

How to Handle Computerized Dunning Letters 
Taxproof Money—A collection of highly creative, 
little-known, perfectly legal gimmicks. 

How to Distinguish Health from Hokum at the 
Health-Food Store 

Blindness Caused by Contact Lenses 

Don’t Buy U.S. Savings Bonds—Why they make 
a terrible investment, how they undermine sound 
government fiscal planning, and why one leading 
investment counsellor says, “They are palmed off 
mostly on rubes and financial boobs.” 

G.E.’s New Synthetic Diamonds: Will They Ruin 
the Value of Real Diamonds? 

The Truth about Cut-Rate Gasolines 


“No-Fault” Insurance Clarified : 

Checking Up on Your Social Security Account 
That’s the Spirit—Big bargains in booze, beer, 
and brandy. 

Stop Chewing the Fat—How to read the new 
labels on frankfurters. J 

Free Checks—A list of 200 banks that allow un- 
limited writing of personal checks. 

Bootleg Birth-Control Pills 


When in Doubt, Deduct—The ten most common 
forms of income-tax overpayment. 


$99 Fares to Europe 


n sum, Moneysworth is a hip, trustworthy 
financial mentor. It reflects the quint- 
essence of consumer sophistication. 


In format, Moneysworth is a newsletter. It is 
designed for instantaneous communication and 
easy reference when you’re shopping. It is pub- 
lished fortnightly. This ensures you that the in- 
formation in Moneysworth will always be up- 
to-the-minute. Product ratings will appear pre- 
cisely when you need them most (automobiles 
and sailboats will be rated in the spring, for 


example, and Christmas gifts and ski equip- 
ment in the fall.) 


In style, Moneysworth is concise, pragmat- 
ic, and above all, useful. It is also completely 
forthright. Moneysworth does not hesitate to 
name brand names (whether to laud or lam- 
baste them), to identify big corporations when 
they gouge the public, and to quote the actu- 
al prices and discounts that you are entitled to 
and should be getting. Moneysworth can af- 
ford to be this candid because it carries no ad- 
vertising whatsoever; it is beholden to no one 
but its readers. 


The editors of Moneysworth are a team of 
hard-nosed, experienced journalists. The editor- 
in-chief is Ralph Ginzburg, creator of the flam- 
boyant magazines Fact, Eros, and Avant-Garde. 
Mr. Ginzburg was the first editor to provide a 
platform for Ralph Nader to express himself on 
the subject of automobile safety. Moneysworth’s 
publisher is Frank R. Brady, generally regarded 
as one of the publishing industry’s shrewdest 
financiers. Herb Lubalin, the world’s foremost 
graphic designer, is Moneysworth’s art director. 
Together, these men will produce the first— 
and only—consumer magazine with charisma. 


Moneysworth is available by subscription 
only. Its price is $10 a year. However, right 
now you may order a special introductory 
Charter Subscription for ONLY $5! This is 
HALF PRICE!! 


Moreover, we are so confident that Moneys- 
worth will Prove indispensable to you that we 
*e most 


are prepared to make what is probab 


we'll guarai%ee that Moneyswor' 
the value of your income by at 
you get your money back. 
subscription to Moneysworth i! 
foolproof investment. 


To enter your subscription, simply fill out 
the coupon below and mail it with $5 to: 
Moneysworth, 110 W. 40th St., New York, 
New York 10018. 


We urge you to act at once. Stop being 
robbed and start getting your Moneysworth. 


an absolutely 


N.Y., N.Y. 10018 


i 

| I enclose $5 for a one-year subscription 
to Moneysworth, the authoritative new 

| consumer newsletter. I understand that I 
am paying only HALF PRICE! Moreover, 

| Moneysworth guarantees that it will in- 
crease the purchasing power of my in- 

| come by at least 15% or I will get my 


money back IN FULL, 


NAME 
ADDRESS 


CITY STATE ZIP 
©MONEYSWORTH 1970. 7. M.REG. PEND, mpthl 


"The taste 
of luxury.” 


The world's most expensive vodka is well worth it. 
This is the best vodka Russia has to offer. That's why it was 
selected for export. It is served proudly at Russian embassies 
all over the world and even on the new airflights from 
Moscow to New York. 
Stolichnaya is made from rich Russian grain, double distilled 
in the same centuries-old manner that has earned it fame. 
Try it neat, on the rocks or in a mixed drink and you'll know 
why Stolichnaya was chosen for export—the really 
Russian vodka produced and bottled in Russia and imported 
to the United States. 


The difference is genuine! 


Stolichnaya 


¢/ Really Russian Vodka 


dka 80 and 100 proof distilled grain. Imported in the bottle by Kraus _ Empire Blda.. Phila 


Maryland 1005...first with 
the Made-for-Menthol blend 


100% fresh- 
air-cured 
tobacco 


Fresher 
Menthol Flavor 


that’s what you get in 
MARYLAND 100’s. 
Until now, you’ve never tasted 
menthol the way it should taste 

in a cigarette, because you've 
always had to smoke it with some 
heat-treated tobacco. MARYLAND 
tobacco is 100% fresh-air-cured. 
We treat it to fresh air for up to 

8 long weeks—so it treats menthol 
better. Today, taste menthol for 

the first time the way it should 
taste...in all its freshness. 

Try MARYLAND 100’s—the first 
Made-for-Menthol blend. 


|20 CIGARETTES | 
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